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THE following Collection of Hymns is intended for the 
Uſe of thoſe happy People, who, from a devoted Sim- 
Hicity of Heart, mean t9 be ſaithful Followers of the Lord 
Jeſus Chriſt. And the fold Experience, or heart-felt 
Knowledge, of his Truths, is the great Object in their | 
View. They ſuppoſe that all notional Faith muſt lead o 
the greateſt Superſtition on the one Hand, as believing by 
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Report, not * with 8 or to * greateſt En- 
thufiaſm on the other, as warmly following what they only 


ſuppoſe to be true, and fondly miſtaking that Warmth for 


Proof. Whereas plain Truths, brought home to the Mind, 
and poſſeſſed by the Heart, through the Spirit of GOD, 
conformably to the Word of Promiſe recorded in Scrip- 
ture, ſave alike from the blindfoid Ignorance of the one, 
and the delirious Poſſeſſion of the other. Whatſoever the 


Saviour of the World has engaged by his Promiſes to do 
for his People, He means actualiy to perform ; and not in 
one Age of his Church only, but in evey Age. A Truth 


which no one can deny, whilſt he acknowledges the & crip- 
tures to be true. Indeed all his Promiſes of Mercy are /a 


well failed to the miſerable State of Man while on Earth, 


The PREFACE. v 
and fo juſtly adapted to the Condition of his Sin and Igno- 
rance, that they become the only Remedy for both. And 
his People do find thoſe Promiſes properly belonging to 
them, and invariably annexed to the Work of Redemp- 
tion, and conſequently enjoyed by all his faithful Followers. 
If the Petitions in theſe Hymns are viewed in this Light, 
as expreſſing the greateſt Attachment of Heart to their 
only and eternally beſt Friend, they will appear not only 
reaſonable, but confiſtent with the Profeſſion they make 
of knowing Jeſus to be their Lord and their God by the 
Holy Ghoft, and acknowledging all the Truths in the Bible 
from the Teſtimony of the ſame Spirt that wrote it: Such . 
have nothing to do in —_— the Inſidelities of Heart | 
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vi The PREFACE. 
each Man abounds with, nor with thoſe who more openly- 
evade the Force of Truth by Contempt or Ridicule. All 


theſe want the Love and tendereſt Compaſſion of a Chriſtian; 
whilſt their proper Buſineſs conſiſts in following, by a lov- 


ing and humble Obedience, that Lamb of GOD whereo- 


ever He goes, | who was ſlain for them, and whom, by a 
Miracle of Mercy to their Souls, they do now know, can 
- kg truſt, and expect all from, in this World and the 

| The ſerious and humble Mind will find nothing to 
ew to in this little Book ; on the Contrary, may find 
Comfort and Inſtruction of Heart from it: Which would 
greatly add to the Satisfaction of thoſe, who yet may differ 
from them on Points, which not Choice, but Experience 
of Truth, obliges them to do.-- 


The PREFACE. vii 
And nom, Reader, it is neither your Afpprobation of 
theſe Hymns, nor the Objections you can make to them, that 
is the material Point: You are a Creature of a Day, and 
your Heart, with trembling, . often tells you this Truth : 
Look well then for a Refuge from the Sins of your Life 
paſt, and from the juſt Fears of - Death and © Fudgment 
faſt approaching. This is the grand Point, which lieth 
altogether between GOD and thy own Soul. And be 
aſſured, that nothing can bring Comfort in Life or Death 
to thee a Sinner, and ſuch thou now ſlandeſt before GOD, 
but a Saviour ſo full and complete as Jeſus is ſound to be. 
Bring him then thy Heart, miſerable and evil as it is. 
He will make it happy: n it ſo; and, by a loving 
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viii The PREFACE. 

Conſtraint on all thy Actions, make thee delight in his moſt 
holy Ways. A Meetneſs for the Foys of an eternal World 
zs purchaſed for thee by has Obedience in Life and Death, 
and 1s that Righteouſneſs he wall freely groe here ; which, 
it J am writing this, my Heart unportunately prays 
hum to give thee, Reader, as the ineſtimable Merit of his 
Death. 100 
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HYMN I. 
* OMPANIONS of thy little Flock, 
S Dear LoxrD we fain would be; 


Our helpleſs Hearts to Thee look up, 
| To Thee our Shepherd flee. 


O might we lean upon that Breaſt, 
Which Love and Pity fill, 

And now become thoſe Lambs careſt, 
That in thy Boſom dwell. 48 


1 
How ſweet that Voice, how ſweet that Hand, 
Which leads to paſtures fair, 
 Shews Canaan's Milk and Honey Land, 
Provided by thy Care! 
As one in Heart we all rejoice, 
The Sinner's Friend to praiſe, 
The Shepherd dy'd; Oh, tis his Voice! 
He'll us to Glory raiſe. 
HYMN II. 
ICH Grace, free Grace, moſt ſweetly calls, 
Directly come who will, 
Juſt as you are, for Chrift receives 
Poor helpleſs Sinners ſtill. 
Tis Grace each Day that feeds our Souls, 
Grace keeps us inly poor; | 
And O! that nothing elfe but Grace, 
May rule for evermore. 
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HYMN III. 
LOO D of the ſacrificed Lamb! 
My Heart nought elle can ſay; 
Since 'tis by that and only that, 
My Sins are waſh'd away. 


"Twas by his Blood the Son me 1 
For me Salvation gain d: 

And not me only, but all Souls 
Of evry Age and Land. 


Then come, ye Sinners, come and wah 
In Fe 9s 2 Blood, 

T will c from ſinful 5 proly, 

And make all freſh and good. 


O it exceeds Betheſda far, 
And Jordan's welling Stream, 
And Siloam's Pool, and all Things elſe; 

Come walh, and you'll be clean. 


EL (3 
HYMN IV. 
Y Saviour, Thou didſt ſhed 
Thy precious Blood for me; 
O dwell within my worthleſs Heart, 
And let me live to Thee. 


Thou calleſt all, O Lox, 
To come to Thee and live: 

I therefore come with all my Sins, 
I know thou canſt forgive. 


My Lord and Saviour dear! 
1 long to ſee thy Face; 

To know Thee more and more by Faith, 
And daily grow in Grace. 


And when this Life is o'er, 

O may I dwell with-Thee, 
Still worſhiping the bleſſed Lamb, 
Who liv'd and dy'd for me. 


11 
HYMN V. 
Patient ſpotleſs Lamb, 


My Heart in Patience keep, 
To bear the Croſs ſo eaſy made, 
By wounding Thee ſo deep, 


Bring me, my Shepherd, where 
Thy choiceſt Flocks abide, 
From wand' ring ſave my fooliſh Heart, 
And keep it near thy Side. 
My Friend, thou haſt enough 
My Milery to reheve: | 
Tho Sin and Guilt oppreſs me ſore, - 
The Balm is thine to give. 
Do Thou, my All, unite 
My Heart ſo Grm to Thee, 


That ev'ry where, and at all Times, 
Thy Love my All may be. 
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HYM N VI. 
ELOVED Saviour, Prince of Life, 

To us thy Spirit give; 
We long to hear that chearing Voice 
Which bids poor Sinners hve. 


"Tis thy Defire to fave the Loſt, | 
To eaſe them of their Pain! 
Therefore we cry to Thee, bleſt Lamb, 
Who for our Sins waſt ain. 


Open to us thoſe living Springs, 11 
Thy Wounds have made to flow: 


And cleanſe us from our Heart-felt Guilt. 
Thy dying Love to ſhow, 


O Thou, who loveſt Babes to each; 
Reveal to us thy Will; 

And whilſt we wait on Thee my F ach, 
Thy Work in us fulfil. 
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H Y'M'N VII. 
O . 7%, y 00d Lono, 


How wondrous is thy Love. 
Thy Patience, Pity, Tenderneſs, 


Which I each Moment prove. 


For Oh! how faithleſs is my Mind, 
How apt to turn aſide, 
And wander in its own Poet 


Of Reaſonings and Pride. 


Yet, deareſt Saviour, love me ſtill, 
Tho' ſinful, weak, and poor, 

For well I know where Sin abounds, 
Thy Grace aboundeth more, 


Yet let me not thy Grace abuſe, 

And fin becauſe thou'rt good; f 

But let thy Love fill me with Shame, 

That I this Love withſtood. 
| B 


Saviour of Sinners, keep me near! 

Nor let me turn away 0 
From thy dear Croſs and bleeding Wounds, 
But bind me there to ſtay. 


On me, my King, exert thy Pow'r, 
Make old Things paſs away, 

Create all new, and draw me ſtill, 
Still nearer, evry Day. 

Lox, ſpeak to me with thy fweet Voice, 
And give me Ears to hear: 


For Thou my loving Saviour art, 
And I thy purchas'd Care. 
| HYMN VIII. 
GIVE me, Saviour, give me ſtill 
My Poverty to know; 
Increaſe my Faith, each Day in Grace 
And Knowledge may I grow: 


; N 


LS 3 
Open ſtill more the Myſtery 
Of thy dear bleeding Croſs, - 
And for this precious Pearl, let me 
Count all Things elſe but Droſs. 


O how tranſcendent 1s that Grace, 
Which thou do'ſt then beſtow, 

When nothing in myſelf I feel, 
But Miſery and Woe! 

Tis then indeed, my gracious Loxp, 
Thy riches brightly ſhine, 

Then chear and comfort my poor Soul 
With Light and Love divine. 


HYM N IX. 
APPY Church, who haſt receiv'd 
The Robes of Rig hteouſneſs, 


In the Saviour's Name eller d; 
O celebrate his Praiſe! 
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Saints, who ſtand before the Throne, 
With everlaſting Glory crown'd, 

One with Gop, with Fefus one, 
His Merits loudly ſound. 


His bleſs'd Arms are underneath, 
My Weakneſs to ſuſtain, 
In Love's Element I breathe, 
Free from tormenting Pain - 
Here I find a reſting Place, 
To all the carnal World unknown, 
Here I taſte the glorious Peace, 
Felt by the Saints alone. 


HYMN.Xx. 


HEN I travail in Diſtreſs, 
Or Griet of any Kind, 

R d with Uncaſinafs 

And Anguiſh on my Mind: 


Fa] 

One ſweet Ray of heavenly Light, 

Breaks up the Clouds that come between; 

Turns to Day the gloomy Night, 
And quite renews the Scene. 


My Complaints with Speed remove, 
My Sorrows turn to Joy, 
Songs of Melody and Love, 
Again my Tongue employ; 
Then I enter into Reſt, 
Again I call Immanuel mine; 
And like John, upon his Breaſt, 
My weary Head recline. 


HYM N XI. 
O* my Los, I aſk a Favour, 
Let my Soul from henceforth. be 
Rooted, ſe led, grounded ever 


On Thee to Eternity. 
B 3 
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Call me back, but not in Anger, 
If I W to ſtray from Thee; 

Timely then I ſhun the Danger 
Grace prevents my Miſery. 


When I read thy doleful Story, 
Then it gives me deep Concern; 

Thus to bruiſe the Lonp of Glory, 
.Oh! my inmoſt Bowel's yearn: 

Sinner, come, look on him yonder; 
Then thou' It ſurely love {ke me, 


Him whoſe Love than Death was ſtronger, 
Dearer than His Liberty. 


Still I love Him and adore Him, 
Tho' in mortal Fleſh confin'd; 

J will lay my Wants before Him, 
For I find Him ever kind; 


E 

Like us was he found in Faſſlion; | 
And with us doth ſympathize; kee 3 

Oh! his Heart is all Compathon : att Slodu vr FI 
Broken Hearts he'll heer deſpiſe. 5 


HYMN XII. 
ELL me, ye Souls, who now appear 
In milky Robes, and joyful ſtand 
Around the Throne, fror Danger far, 
In Triumph at the Loks Right Hand: 
How did you in thoſe Courts arrive? 
For in thoſe Courts I fain would live. 


And thou fair Hebrew Ca tive, well 
Eſteem'd in Babel's ſtately Court, 
Greatly beloved Daniel, tell OM 
How didſt thou gain the heav'nly Port? * 
And let thy Fellows, princely wiſe, 


Relate their Way to Paradiſe. 
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Chief Miniſter to Gentiles ſent, 
Once Perſecutor of the Faith 
Of Chriſt, whole Days ſo much were ſpent 
In doing Good, deſcribe the Path 
Which led thee to the ſhining Prize, 


That I may trace thee to the Skies, 


Could I amidſt th Angelic Choir, 
Like favor d ohm to Heav'n ſoar ; 


Of evry Saint would I enquire, 


How they attain'd that happy ſhore! 
* They all (to Fohn the Word was giv'n) 
«© Thro' Tribulation came to Heav'n.” 


H YM N XIII. 


HOU Yſay'ſt, dear Jeſus, all thy Saints, 


Who love thy Face to ſee, 
Shall have, while in this Vale of Tears, 
Kind Viſits oft from Thee. 


— 
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» Then let my Soul with Thee converſe, FE 
Who art my chief Delight: {41A ] 
For nought can eaſe my longing Heart, 4 1 
It baniſh'd from thy Sight. 


HY MN XR. 
HINK now, dear Fefus, on thy Pain, 
The Toll and Smart thou didſt ſuſtain 8 
To ranſom my poor Heart; any 
Kindly, dear Lamb, return and come, 
And make my Heart thy conſtant Home, | 
Nor ever more depart. 


No more let ſable Clouds of Night 
Ariſe, to intercept my Light, hs 
Or Earth my Heart detain: - 251584 
By thy dear Croſs ſtill let me Nay, A 
Here let me fing myſelf away, K N * 
And die to live again. 14. 185 he 
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HYMN XV. 
APPY am I, when J feel, 
nigh unto my Heart, 
When he does himſelf reveal, 


And his precious Love impart. 


Bleſſed Fellowſhip I prove, 


Peace and Love, and Comfort fret, 


Then 1 weep and ling, and love, 


Then I worſhip at kys Feet. 
Then with happy John I view 

All his Body mark'd with Scars, 
And with Mary can bedew  _. 

Both his Feet with melting Tears. 


Oh what Shame o erſpreads my Mind, 


Oh what Bluſhes fill my Face! 
When upon his Breaſt reclin d, 
Both his Arms my Soul embrace! 


0 


E 
Here, Lok, would I ever ſtay, 
Free from all the noiſy Croud; 
Live with Thee by Night, by Day, 
Live in Fellowſhip with Gp. 


Feaſt me with thy dying Love, 
Whilſt I run the Chriſtian Race; 
Then my Soul to Heav'n remove, 


There again to ſing thy Grace. 


HYMN XVI. 
HAT Voice is this I hear, 
A kind Salute of Grace, 
Which whiſpers in my Ear 
The grateful Words of Peace? 
Hail, blefled Lok p, tis thy ſweet Voice 
Which bids me in thy Blood rejoice. 


E 
Thou art my chief Delight, 
A lovely Friend indeed, 
Moſt precious in my Sight, 
My Help in ev'ry Need: 
Hereby I'm ſtrengthen'd in the Way, 
And thank Thee for this "OG Day. 


Unworthy as I am, 
And bale in my own Eyes, 
On my Account the Lamb 
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The Curtain is 3 „ 0 ou 4 
Which veil'd his lovely F ace; PR i 


| | Aſcends the upper Skies; 
| il Aſſumes at Gov's Right Hand a Seat, . 
li | n And lets me ſit beneath his Feet. | 
1 | 
5 | My great High-Prieſt is gone e 
0 Into the Holy Place, . | 
f | q N f * 
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The Paſſage now is clear and free, 
The Veil is rent for happy me. 


H Y M N XVII. 


S is my Hope, O 7Jefus, when | J * 
My neareſt, deareſt Things appear, RN 


I call, I fioh for Thee ev n then, 
Nor would I feel thy Rival there. 


Sometimes I feel my Sky is clear, {3 
And then my Cup with Joy flows Oer, 1 
Then do I loſe my ev ry Fear, „ 
And feel the Saviour's ſtrength! ng Pow'r. - if 


O Jeſu, let it ſtill be thus, i 
This Favour let me ever prove, | 
Fix me for ever at thy Croſs, 


And bind me there with * of Love. £5 
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HYMN XVIII. 


O Thee I wholly give 
Myſelf this Day a-new, 
As thy own Ranſom dearly bou ght, 
Thy Spoil and Purchaſe due ; 
That with me Thou may'ſt do 
What's pleaſing in thy Sight, 
And from me take whate'er Thou wilt, 
Whate'er Thou ſee ' ſt not right. 


Ho very weak I am, 
My Saviour well can ſee, 
Ah how exceeding ſhort is Man 
Of Glory and of Thee. 
Compaſſionate High-Prieſt, 
To Thee I muſt appeal; 


My numberleſs Infirmities. 


O kindly haſte to heal. 


$ 


. 
It is his daily care 
His helpleſs Sheep to feed; 
To purify their ſpotted Souls, 
And tend Uh gently lead: 
This makes me firmly truſt 
Thou'lt lead me farther till, 
And guard me ſafe throughout the Way 
That leads to Sion's Hill. 


Thou haſt me Sinner poor 
Snatch'd to thy Heart in Haſte, 
With tend'reſt Mercy fetch'd me Home, 
And grav'd me on thy Breaſt: 
My Buſineſs then is this, 
O may I it fulfil! 
Thee to exalt with all my Strength, | 
And 1 Thee only ſtill. 


——— i 
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HYMN XIX. 


GTAND faſt in the Goſpel; tis Chriſt makes you free - 

The Author of Faith and the Finiſher He; 

He faith to the mourning but diligent Band, 

„What's water'd with Tears ſhall be reap'd by your 
| Hand.” 


All thoſe of the 3 Aſſembly above, 
Who now with the Seraphs are flaming in Love, 
Were once in Diſtreſs in this Valley of Tears, 
And came to their Bliſs thro' abundance of Fears. 
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Through Patience and Faith after them let us preſs, 
And trace from their Footſteps the Highway of Grace; 
| "Tis now called Day, but the Night will ſoon come, 
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When Labour muſt ceaſe, and the Lab'rers go Home. 
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HYMN XX. 


LOVE, come, ſweetly bind me 


| Faſt to thy pierced Side, - 
And evermore remind me, | 
That Thou for me haſt. dy'd. 
I beg to hear thy Spirit, 
Of that for ever preach, 

That thy Love, Blood, and M erit, 
May me Obedience teach. 
Thou know'ſt that my Salvation 

Is certain through thy Love, 
And Oh! on each Occaſion 

May I moſt faithful prove! 
What's paſt thou haſt forgiven, 

Shall I forgive it too, be 
And forward run to Heaven, 


With only Thee in — 
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I feel thou' lt not forſake me, 
Though I am fill'd with Shame, 
Then from this Moment take me, 
Poor Sinner as I am. 
Oh! Love thus freely giv'n, 
My helpleſs Heart to chear, 
The Thief and Mary's Heaven, 
My 7efus to dwell near! 


HYMN XXI. 
ND did thy Grace, O Fefus dear, 
When I was dead in Sm, mine Ear 
Incline to hear thy Voice? 
Have I Forgiveneſs through thy Grace? 


Have I regain d my native Place, 


And now in Thee rejoice? 


E 88 1 
O yes, I feel J am forgiven, 
I've got the Foretaſte of my Heavn, 
Thy Spirit makes it clear: 
Thy royal Raiment cloaths me round, 


Redemption through thy Blood I've found, "0 


No Condemnation fear. 


Before Thee, 7efus, 1 muſt own, 
1 have not this Salvation known 
By tracing legal Ways; 
No, 'twas thy Power rais'd me from Sin, 
Thou didſt the ſaving Work begin, 
Be Glory thine and Praiſe. 


HYMN XXII. 
ION, awake, ariſe, ariſe, 
The Sun in its Meridian ſtands; 
The Clouds diſperſe, each Shadow flies 
Thou'rt call d to leave thy native Lands. 


C2 
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No more th' uncircumciſed Crew 
Thy peaceful Borders need moleſt; 
Prove to thy Huſband ever true, 
Then wilt thou feel his People's Reſt. 
Looſe Zion's Captive's Daughter, looſe 
The curſed Chains of Self and Sin; 
Thou'rt call'd to be no earthly Spouſe, 
Thou art all glorious within, 
Get freſh Supplies of Grace each Day, 
Stand ready for the Midnight Call : 
Let nothing here engage thy Stay, 
Let Jeſus be thy All in All. 


HY MN XXIII. 


HE Lonp hath ſworn, and cannot lye, 
| With Corn and Wine he will ſupply 
His Choſen in their Need; e 


198 :| 
The paſcal Lamb is their Repaſt, 


A Stranger therefore cannot taſte, 
Nor on the Manna feed. 


Refreſh'd hereby, we never tire, 
But ſtill his boundleſs Love admire, 
And his Example trace: 
The Goſpel-Lamp ſhall light us on, 
Until our Warfare here be done, 
And fhniſh'd by his Grace. 
HY MN XXIV. 
JESU, our Lox, 


Thy Name be ador d 
For all the rich Bleſſings convey'd thro' * Word. 


In Spirit we trace 
Thy Wonders of Grace, 


And chearfully join in a Concert of Praiſe. 
C 3 


L 8 J | 
The Ancient of Days | 
His Glory difplays, 
And ſhines on his Choſen with cheriſhing Rays. 
| The Trumpet of God 


Is ſounding abroad 
The Language of Mercy—Salvation thro' Bloog. 


Thrice happy are they 
Who hear and obey, 
And ſhare in the Bleſſings of this Goſpel-Day. 


The People who know 


The Saviour below, 


With burning Affection to worſhip Him glow. 


Their Anguiſh and Smart 
And' Sorrows depart, 


Who find his Salvation inſcrib d on the Heart. 


F ws Þ 
The People are bleſt 
Who lean on his Breaſt, - 
And have a rich Foretaſte of his promis d Reſt. 


This Bleſſing is mine 
Through Favour divine: 


But, O my Redeemer, the Glory be Thane. 


The Work is of Grace; 
Thine, Thine be the Praife! 
And mine to adore Thee, and tell of thy Ways. 


H YM N XXV. 
OLY Lamb, and Prince of Peace, 
Hear my Soul i implore thy Grace; 
Let it, through thy Pow r divine, 
In thy Lamb-like Meekneſs ſhine, 


Grant that faithfully I may, 
As a Lamb, thy Voice obey; 
C 4 


UC. © J 
Soul and Body, bought with Price, 
Be thy living Sacrifice. 


Valiant, ſtedfaſt may my Love 

In the hardeſt Trials prove; 

And in all Adverſity 

Both a Lamb and Lion be. | , 


Keep thou me, a feeble Child, 
Sober, Watchful, undebl'd; 
That where'er thy Steps I ſee, 
Simply 1 may follow Thee. 


HV MN XXVI. 


TESU, each blind and trembling Soul 
Let thy ſoft Voice perſuade, 
In all Diſtreſs to come to Thee 
We need not be afraid. 


E Þ 
Is Sin our Grief? Whatever Sin, 
No Difference it makes: 
Tis all forgiven thro that Blood 
Thou ſheddeſt for our Sakes. 


Is Unbelief the Sin we feel? 
Above all Sin accurſt: 

Vet when Thou ſufferedſt for Sin, 
Thou didſt include the worſt. 


Are we o'erwhelm'd with Thought and Care, 
Hath Sorrow ſeiz'd our Breaſt? 
Tho' tis a Shame it ſhould be fo, 
Yet Thou wilt give us Reſt. 


Are we uncertain what's the Caſe, | x 
But feel we are not Right? | pA 

Our Hearts before Thee we muſt lay, ee il 
Be . in thy Sight. 


—— 
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HYMN XXVII. 
TO Friend of Sinners! hear my Cry, 
And grant me my Requeſt, 
That in thy Wounds I now may find 
My everlaſting Reſt. 


There is no Happineſs or Peace, 

That can be found elfewhere; 
In them alone my Life I'll ſeek, 
In them thy Love declare. | 


May I no more refiſt thy Love, 
No more thy Spirit grieve; 

But as a little Child become, 
And fimply Thee believe. 


Faith is thy Gift, my deareſt Loxp, 
Thou'ſt purchas d it for me, 

Therefore a Sinner's Right I claim, 

Which is to worſhip Thee. 
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To worſhip Thee, who haſt redeem'd 
Sinners from endleſs Pain, 
That they might know no other Theme, 
But that the Lamb was ſlain. 


Impreſs then deeply on my Breaſt 
This Truth, that thou haſt dy'd, 


That in thy Wounds with Confidence 
I ever may abide. 


HY M N XXVIII. 
TE Saviour my good Shepherd art, 
Voice, dear Loxp, I know; 
When Tuſtice aim d the Sword at me, 
Thy Heart receiv'd the Blow. 


My Heart was broke with Shame and Grief, 
Thy Pity felt my Pain. 


Bound up my Wounds, my Strength renew'd, 
And gave me Health again. | 
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Thou doſt me lead and gently tend, 
And feed in Paſtures good: 
And bring me to the hving Stream 
Of thy moſt precious Blood. 


Thy Blood! O pleaſing Sound to me, 
oa all thy helpleſs Sheep; 


There lies my ſure Defence by Day, 
My Shelter when I ſleep. 


HYMN XXIX. 
= pure free Grace to me, my Gop, 

To know the Merit of thy Blood: 
Loxp! keep me ever through this Grace 
At thy dear Feet, that happy Place. 


Sweet is the Privilege to be, 

My Lox, in Fellowſhip with Thee: 
This Bleſſing let me always 6nd, 

And feel. Thee near, and * Thee kind. 


1 
"HYMN XXX. 


ATH Gov's Almighty Spirit made 

Our ſtubborn Hearts reply, 
Lok, thy Command ſhall be obey d, 
Only thy Help be nigh! 


Then let us in free Songs of Praiſe, 
Our Gratitude expreſs; 

Devote to him our future Days, 
And live his Name to bleſs. 


HYM N XXXI. 


WEET was the Hour I Freedom felt 
To call my Jeſus mine, | 

To ſee his Eni Face, and melt 

In Pleaſures all divine, 


LS. - 
Loet Fools an Heav'n of Shades purſue, 
But I for Subſtance am; 
The Heav'n I ſeek, is Likeneſs to, 
And Viſion of the Lamb. 


HYMN XXXII. 
ESUS, the Saviour of my Soul, 
Be Thou my Heart's Delight; 
Ever to me the ſame remain, 

My Joy by Day and Night. 
Hungry and thirſty after Thee, - 

May I be found each Hour; 
Humble in Heart, and happy kept 

By thy Almighty Pow. 
Oh! may I never once forget 
What a poor Worm J am; 
From Death and Hell redeem'd by Blood, 
The Blood of Gov's dear Lamb. 
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May thy bleſt Spirit, in my Heart, 
Moſt ſweetly ſhed abroad 
The Love of Gop, th' incarnate Gon, 
Who bought me with his Blood. 


In holy Reverence I would 
With all my Heart retain | 

Th Atonement made by Fefu's Blood, b 
And all his Wounds and Pain. 47.08" 


The Myſtery of redeeming Love 
Be ever dear to me; 

And may the Fleſh and Blood of Chriſt 
My daily Manna be. 


HYMN XXXIII. 
IS E up, my Spouſe, thy Bridegroom waits, 
Unwearied at thy Temple Gates, 
Thy fainting Soul to chear; 


{ | 
Wl 
$i 
| 


—— 
— 


— — 29 OY 
. 
_ — = I. 


. — CR 


— 22» * 
— — a — — . 0 — — — 
- - - — — ——— 
— — — 
- 2 1 — ret oung y * 
— — — — 
— : : - —_ —— — 
— -— > — — , — _ — . 
y”—__ £ Dr —— > CS” 
A . 5 * ww ag MF od. Vi — — 
— — — — — x6, bn, = F — — : - 
— 8 — — —— 
= — 


= — 
- - 
—— amy 
a — 
— mY 
L Y — . 
— 
« i — 
- A 


- - EN" 


as 3 


n to me, I come to bleſs, 


And cloath thee with my Righteouſneſs, 
And baniſh all thy Fear. 


All reaſoning 


And tell thee of my dying love, 


Thoughts I will remove, 


Thy Soul to captivate: 
Upon my Head the Dews diſtil, 


My Locks the Drops of Evening fill, 


While I to bleſs thee wait. 8 
What Pleaſing Voice is this I hear? 


Soul, 


tis the Lamb, thy Maſter dear, 


Tis Jeſus, none but He: 


Oh! bid me, 
And take a weary 


eſus, bid me come; 
Trav'ller home: 


I long to be ſet ſree. 


Let my poor Soul in thee find Reſt, 
And leaning on thy loving Breaſt, 


[ 39 1 

Caſt all my Griefs away: 
Skreen me beneath the contin Shade, 

Which is for weary Pilgrims made, 
To chear them by the Way. . 


H YM N XXXIV. 
HE Gop, whole Smiles we court, 
From whom we Favour claim; 
Whoſe Love alone new Life imparts, 
And gives the heav'nly Flame; 
Is none but the meek Lamb, 
Our dear exalted LoRD; 
Whoſe Grace and Spirit til remain 
To bleſs us in his Word. 


His Promiſe is the ſagne 
His Church below to bleſs, 
When they aſſemble in his Name 
To ſupplicate his Grace: 
8 


TT. 2 
A train of Sinners poor 

He will not caſt behind; _ . 
But keeps his Word for evermore, 
And bears us on his Mind. 


To our Relief He flies, 

He flies from Realms above; 
Anſwers our Prayers in ſweet Replies, 
And Tokens of his love. 

Shall we not Witneſs bear 

How faithful He hath been; 
And boldly to the World declare, 


Salvation we have ſeen? 


Yes, if Thou'lt help us, Loxo, 
Thy Name we will confeſs, 
And ſpeak of Chriſt the living Word, 
The Loxp our ds Ceo 
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We'll mention to his Praiſe 
The Triumphs of his Death, 
And ſing his everlaſting Grace 
Ev'n with our lateſt Breath. 


HYMN XXXV. 

EAR Lox, we crave thy Preſence, 

And thirſt thy Grace to prove; 
We cannot bear thy Abſence, 

Nor live without thy Love: 
Come make us all one Spirit 

In Thee, our common Lonp; 
And let thy Blood and Merit 

True Gladneſs here afford. 


Thou Son of Conſolation, 
Refreſh us in our need, 
Breathe through this Congregation, 


Our Souls with Manna feed: 
3 
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Diſpel che Clouds of Darkneſs, 
Command the Light to ſhine, 

And baniſh all our Sadneſs 
With one ſweet Look of thine. 


Thou ſweeteſt, bleſſed 7efus, 
No ſet forth all thy Worth; 
And let thy Name be precious 
As Ointment poured forth: 
Diſplay thy bloody Banner” 
Before the Eye of Faith; 


And get n or Honour 


* 


n, claim a ſpecial Care, A 
p our Lon, from ci Snare: 
Spotleſs Virgin Ne fy a toy 
nphz loving only HHee, 


Who our Burdens on the Eroſs did bear. 


1 
Lox, aſſiſt us in the needful Hour, 
Skreen us by thy promis'd Aid and Power, 
We are very weak and frail, 
To our Souls Thyſelf reveal; 
Keep us humble, and in Spirit poor. 


From each Rival our Affections looſe; W eee 
Make us willing to take up our Croſs: | XP. 
Save us from our Nature's Fire, K 
From the Flame of fond Deſire; „ ee 
Seal us, Saviour, for thy happy Spouſe. 4 


HYMN XXXVII. 


() Jeſus, my Saviour, I fain would embrace 
Thy Name and thy Nature, thy Spirit and Grace; 


And trace the dear Footſteps of Jeſus my Lon p, he 
And glory in Him Mg > IN Nations abhorr d. 


* 
* 
: 


i FEED 
O Wonder of Wonders! aftoniſh'd I gaze, 
To ſee in the Manger the Ancient of Days; 
And Angels proclaiming the Stranger forlorn, 
And telling the Shepherds that Fefus is born. 


My Gov, my Creator, the Heavens did bow, 
To ranſom offenders, and ſtoop'd very low; 
The Body prepar'd by his Father aſſumes, 

And on the kind Errand molt joyfully comes. 


For thouſands of Sinners the Loxp bow'd his Head, 

While hanging an Enſign in Garments ſo red; 
My Spirit rejoices, the Work it is done; 

My Soul is redeemed; Salvation is won. 


My God is returned to Glory on high; _ 
When Death makes a Paſſage, then to Him I'll fly, 
And gladly will leave all my Brethren behind, 
Expecting in Glory we all ſhall be join'd. 
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LEST Spirits above, whoſe Garments appear 
Waſh'd white in the Blood of the Lamb clean 
and fair; 
vou now in full triumph his Conqueſts can ſing, 
Whilſt I, a poor Pilgrim, my Mite will caſt in. 


Like Jeſus you ſhine, and Him Face to Face ſee, 
I envy you not when by Faith he meets me; 

His Smiles you enjoy now unclad from my Clay, | 
He loves and He pities my Sorrows each Day. 


You hail him in Light, at his Feet your Crowns fall, | 
At his Feet as a => I there find my All : 

He now makes my Heaven while Earth me ſurrounds, . 
Like a Hart o'er theſeMountains he ſkips and he bounds. 


My Griefs and my Sorrows his tender Heart bears, 


In F ellowſhip {ſweet I caſt on Him my Cares, 


l 46 J 
On his Bees my Head ſhall recline Night and Day, 
With Him I will ſuffer ſtill here while I ſtay! _ 


He ſoon ſhall exchange this vile Body of mine, 
With your's become faſhion'd in Glory divine, 
From Earth into Heaven his Praiſes I'll bear, 
His Death and his Merits our Joys ſhall declare. 
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HYMN XXXIX. 


Y dear Redeemer, dying Lon, 
I love to hear of Thee; 
Thy Name doth Grace and Life afford 
{| _ To finful Souls like me. 


* Thy precious Name ſo warms my Heart, 


And ſets my Soul in Flame; 
I would not, Loxp, from Thee depart, 
But alvays love a * 
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I live, becauſe my Saviour dy d, 
Above the Power of Sin; 
Hereby I'm freely juſtify d, 
Becauſe He roſe again. 


I'm loſt in Wonder, when I ſee 
His grievous bitter Smart; 


And how He lv'd and dy'd for me, 


This breaks my ſtony Heart. 


Oh! then I bluſh and nothing ſay, 
But filently fall down 
Like Sheba's Queen, and faint away 


Before King Solomon. 


Chriſt lives in me, and I in Him 
The happy Life of F _ 
E'er long he will deſtroy my Sin, 
And quite aboliſh * 


— 
8 
A 
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HYMN XL. 
HIS was Compaſſion like a Gop, 
That when the Saviour knew 
The Price of Pardon was his Blood, 
His Pity ne er withdrew. 
He ſunk beneath our heavy Woes, 
To raiſe us to his Throne: 
There's not a Gift his Hand beſtows, 
But coſt his Heart a Groan. 


Now tho' He reigns exalted high, 
His Love is ſtill as great: 
Well He remembers Calvary, 
Nor will his Saints forget. 
Here we receive repeated Seals 
Of 7eju's dying Love: 
Hard is the wretch that never feels 
One ſoft Affection move. 


— 49 J 
Here let our Hearts begin to melt, 
While we his Death record, 
And with our Joy for pardon'd Guilt, 
= Mourn that we pierc'd the Lok. 
HY M N XII. 
M* bleſfed Saviour, is thy Love 
great, ſo full, ſo free? 
Oh let me give my Love, my Heart, 
My Life, my All to Thee. 


I love Thee for that glorious Worth 
In thy great Self I ſee: 

I love Thee for that ſhameful Croſs 
Thou haſt endur'd for me. 


No Man of greater Love can boaſt, 
Than for his Friend to die: 

But for thy Foes, Loxy, Thou waſt ſlain; 
What Love with Thine can vie? 
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Tho in the very Form of God, 
With heavenly Glory crown'd, 
Thou wouldſt partake of human Fleſh, 
Beſet with Troubles round. 


Like Thee in Faith, in Meekneſs, Love, 
In ev'ry beauteous Grace; 

From Glory into Glory chang'd, 
May we behold thy Face. 


Thy Friends, the excellent on Earth, 

Shall be my chief Delight: 

And when alone, I'll make thy Law 
My ſtudy Day and Night. 


Where Thou doſt pitch thy Tent, and where 


Thy Honour deigns to dwell, 


There III fix mine; and there reſide; 


Thy wond'rous Love to tell. 


L 5t 
HYMN Do „ 
HEN I ſurvey the wond'rous Cross 
| On which the Prince of Glory dy'd, -- © 
My richeſt Gain I count but Loſs, | 
And pour Contempt on all my Pride. we 


Forbid it, LorD, that I ſhould boaſt 
ay Save in the Death of Chriſt my God: 
All the vain Things that charm me moſt, 
I ſacrifice them to his Blood. | 


See from his Head, his Hands and Feet, 
Sorrow and Love flow mingled down! 
Did e'er ſuch Love and Sorrow meet, 
Or Thorns compoſe ſo rich a Crown? Ap 
Were the whole Realm of Nature mine, I 
That were a Preſent far to imall; - I, 
Love ſo amazing, fo divine 


Demand my Soul, my Life, my All 
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_HYM N XLIII. 
APPY Bride, by Thee belov'd, 
| In the Furnace try'd and prov'd, 
Loveth Fefus heartily, 
Lives in Him contentedly! 


We by Faith our Crown receive 
While on Earth this Heav'n we hve, 
But when Thou our Life appear, 

We the Palm and Crown ſhall wear. 


Weak in Faith with trembling eye, 
Do our Looks bewray our Fears? 
Jeſus ſays, Behold, tis 1: 


„ Lonp our Strength appears. 
Then ſhould we not happy be, 
He makes all from Sorrow free, 


Kiſſes off our Tears, till we 
His dear Face in Glory lee. 


11 


HYMN XILIV. 
GREAT Redeemer of Mankind, 
We praiſe thy holy Name; 
hy tender Care while Life ſhall laſt, 

= Well to the World proclaim. 
fo Heav'n we raiſe a longing Thought, 
And want thy Face to ſee; - _ 
W To quit this Tenement of Clay, 
And dwell, dear Loxy, with Thee. 


HYMN XLV. 


KNOW the Weakneſs of my Soul; 
| But Fefus is my Stay: 

My kind Redeemer has engag d 
| To lead me in the Way. | 
And He'll for ever be the ſame, 
Tho I to change am prone: 


| T 64 J 
My Welfare ſill he will x» apa 
Who choſe me: for his own 


HYMN XLVI. 


ESUS, knit all our Hearts to Thee, 
And join us all in one; 
And in our Meetings every where 
he Thou our Aim alone; 
Reign Thou ſole Monarch of our Hearts, 
And we as Sinners, lie 
Before the Feet of Thee, our LoRp, 
Jo all Eternity. 


H Y MN XIVII. 


O forth in Spirit, 
To Calvamꝰs wa Mount! 

See there thy Friend, between two Thieves, 
Suff ring on thy Account. 
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Fall at his Croſs's Foot, 

And ſay my Gop and Lonxp, 

Uere let me dwell, and view thoſe Wounds 
= Which Life for me procur'd! 


Fix on that Face thine Eye; 

Why ſhrinks thy trembling Heart? 
Thy great and num'rous Sins 

Shame, Grief, and F ear, impart. 


Pear not; for this is He 

= Who always loves us firſt, 

And with white Robes of Righteouſneſs 
= Delights to deck the worſt. 


Jor art thou at a Loſs 
What thou to Him ſhalt ſay? 
Be but ſincere, and all thy Cale 


Juſt as it is diſplay. g 


Cm 3 
That Heart our Saviour loves 
Which does not ſtrive to weave 
Pretences fair to ſooth itſelf, 
And his ſharp Eyes deceive. 


H Y M N. XLVIII. 
YE, who Grace's Children are, 
Who the poor Sinner's Title bear, 
To many quite unknown; - 
Bring Off Tings to your gracious King, 
Who'll not deſpiſe the meaneſt Thing. 
While Him your All you own. 


Come and ſing Praiſe with one Conſent; 
And though you have no Inſtrument 
But a poor bruiſed Reed, 
Which had been broke but for his Care, 
Yet will He thereto lend an Ear, 
And Love and Bleſſings ſhed, 


1 
2 HY MN XLIX. et 
Y deareſt Log r, I now fink down, „ 
And bow before thy Feet; 
Here is my Heart, moſt vile and baſe, 
And yet for Thee moſt meet. 


For whether can I go, my Lord, 
But only to thy Blood ? | 

More healing far than Siloam's Pool, 

= Or 7ordan's ſwelling Flood. 

I thank Thee for that Grace and Light 

Which ſhew me what I am: 

I thank Thee too for all I know 

= Of Thee thou bleſſed Lamb. 
True, Tis but little that I know 
Of Thee, and what Thou art ; 

But daily teach me more and more, 


Till Thou doſt fill my Heart. 
. E 
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Him we may love and love again, 


T1] 
Compamons dear, who J7eſus ſeek, 
No longer rob the Lamb; | 
But freely give Him all your Hearts, 
Becauſe for them He came. 


Nor can we eer exceed, 
Since out of warmeſt "at to us 
He was content to bleed. 


H TF MN F. 
ESCEND from Heav'n, celeſtial Dove; 


With Flames of pure Seraphic Love 
Our'raviſh'd Breaſts inſpire. 


Fountain of Joy, bleſt Paraclete, 


Warm our cold Hearts with "thy nly Heat, 
And ſet our Souls on Fire, 


Breathe on theſe Bones ſo dry and dead, 


| Thy ſweeteſt ſofteſt Influence ſhed 
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In all our Hearts abroad. 
Point out the Place, where Grace an 5 
Direct us to the bleeding Wounds 
Of our incarnate Gop. 


Conduct, bleſt Guide, thy Sinner-Train 

To Calv ry, where the Lamb was ſlain; 
And with us there abide. 

Let us our lov'd Redeemer meet, 

Weep o'er his pierced Hands and Feet, 
And view his wounded Side. 


From which pure Fountain if thou draw 
Water to quench the fiery Law, 
And Blood to purge our Sin, 
Well tell the Father, in that Day, 
(And thou ſhalt witneſs what we ſay) 


We er clean, juſt Go, we're clean.“ 
E 3 


EF ow 1 
Teach us for what to pray; and how: 
And ſince, kind Gov, tis only Thou 
The Throne of Grace can move, 
Pray Thou for Us; that we thro' Faith 
May feel th' Effects of Feju's Death, 
Thro' Faith that works by Love. 


Thou with the Father and the Son 

Art that myſterious Three-in-One, 
Gop bleſt for evermore : 

Whom tho' we cannot comphrehend, 

Feeling Thou art the Sinner's Friend, 
We love Thee, and adore. 


HYMN III. 
Coba Holy Spirit, come; 
Let thy bright Beams ariſe, 
Diſpel the Datknef: from our Minds; "Rf 
And open all our gh | 
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J 
Chear our deſponding Hearts, 
Thou heav'nly Paraclete; 
Give us to lie, with humble Hope, 
At our Redeemer's Feet. 


Revive our drooping Faith; 
Our Doubts and Fears remove; 
And kindle in our Breaſt the F lames 


Of never- dying Love. 


Convince us of our Sin; 
Then point to Feju's Blood: 

And to our wond ring View reveal 
Th' amazing Love of Gov. 


HYMN III. 


With all thy quick'ning Pow'rs; 
Kindle a Flame of ſacred Love 


In theſe cold Hearts of ours. 
E 4 


OME, Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 


L 62 ] 
Look how we grovel here below, 
Fond of theſe earthly Toys, 
Our Souls, how heavily they ge, 
| To reach eternal Joys. 


In vain we tune our formal Songs. 
In vam we ftrive to rife; 
- Hoſannas languiſh on our Tongues, 
And our Devotion dies. 


Dear Loxy! and ſhall we ever live, 
At this poor dying Rate? 

Our Love ſo faint, ſo cold to Thee, 
And Thane to us ſo great? 


Come, Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 
With all thy quick ning Pow'rs, 
Come, ſhed abroad a Saviour's Love; 

And that ſhall kindle ours. 


[ 69 ] 
HYMN LIII. 
T HE Souls that would to 7efus preſs, 
M.uſt fix this firm and fure; 
That Tribulation, more or leſs, 
They muſt and ſhall endure. 


The World oppoſes from without; 

= And Unbelief within. P4 | 
We fear, we faint, we grieve, we doubt; 
= And feel the Load of Sin. 


Glad Frames too often lifts us up; 
And then how proud we grow! 
Till ſad Deſertion makes us droop; 

And down we fink as low. 


Ten thouſand Baits the Foe prepares 
To catch the wand'ring Heart; 
And ſeldom do we ſee the Snares, 

Before we feel the Smart. 


7 
But let not all this terrify. 
Purſue the narrow Path; 
Look to the Loxp with ſtedfaſt Eye; 
And fight with Hell by Faith. 


Tho we are feeble; Chriſt is ſtrong. 
His Promiſes are true. 

We ſhall be Conqu'rors all, e er long; 
And more than Conqu'rors too. 


NN. 

OW wond'rous are the Works of God, 

Diſplay'd thro” all the World abroad! 
Immenſely great! Immenſely ſmall! 
Vet one ſtrange Work exceeds them all. 


He form'd the Sun, fair fount of Light; 
The Moon and Stars to rule the Night: 

But Night, and Stars, and Moon, and Sun, 
Are little Works compar'd with one. 


4 
He roll'd the Seas, and ſpread the Skies; 
W Made Vallies fink, and Mountains riſe ; 
W The Meadows cloath'd with native Green; 
And bid the Rivers glide between. 


; 
4 * 


W But what are Seas, or Skies, or Hills, 
Or verdent Vales, or gliding Rills, 
To Wonders Man was born to prove? 
W The Wonders of redeeming Love! 


Tis far beyond what Words expreſs, 
What Saints can feel, or Angels guels : 
Angels, that hymn the great I AM, 
Fall down and veil before the Lamb. 


The higheſt Heav'ns are ſhort of this. 

'Tis deeper than the vaſt Abyls. 

Tis more than Thought can e'er conceive, 
Or Hope expect, or Faith believe. 
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HYMN LV. 
ERCY is welcome News indeed, 
To thoſe that guilty ſtand. 
Wretches, that feel what help they need, 
Will bleſs the helping Hand. 


Who rightly would his Alms diſpoſe, x 
Muſt give them to the Poor, 

None but the wounded Patient knows 
The Comforts of his Cure. 


We all have ſinn d againſt our Gop; 
Exception none can boaſt: 

But he, that feels the heavieſt Load, 
Will prize Forgiveneſs moſt. 


No Reck ning can we rightly keep. | 
For who the Sums can know ? 
Some Souls are fifty Pieces deep; | 
And ſome five hundred owe. 


LO ] 
But let our Debts be what they may, 
= However great or {mall ; 

As ſoon as we have N ought to pay, 
Our Lox forgives us all. 


Tis perfect Poverty alone 

= That ſets the Soul at large: 

While we can call one Mite our own, 

We have no full diſcharge. 
HYMN LVE 

HEN Aaron in the holi'ſt Place 

Atonement made for 1/r'e!'s Race, 
The Names of all their Tribes expreſt 
He wore conſpicuous on his Breaſt. 


His Hands a golden Cenſer held 
With burning Coals and Incenſe fill'd ; 
Which clouded all the holy Room 
With od'rous Steams of rich Perfume. 


| 1657. IS 
The liquid Compound from his Head 
It's unctious Odours downward ſpread: 


Delicious Drops, like balmy Dews, 
O'er all the Man their Sweets diffuſe. 


So:when our great Melchiſedec 
The true Atonement came to make, 
A holy Oil anoints Him too, 

| Richer than Aaron ever knew. 


His Body bath'd in Sweat and Blood, ; 
Showr'd on the Ground a purple Flood 
The rich Effuſion copious ran, 

To glad the Heart of Gop and Man. 


Deep in his Breaſt engrav'd. he bore 
Our Names with ev'ry penal Score ; 
When preſt to Earth he proſtrate lay, 
Shock'd at the Sum, yet prompt to pay. 


| LW ] 
The fragrant Incenſe of his Pray'r, 

| To Heav'n went up thro' yielding Air, 
Perfum'd the Throne of Gop on high, 
And calm'd offended Majeſty. 


H YM N LVII. 
Co ye Sinners, poor and wretched, 
Weak and wounded, fick ,and ſore. 
Jeſus ready ſtands to ſave you, 
Full of Pity join'd with Pow'r. 
He is able, He 1s able, He 1s able; 
He 1s willing : doubt no more. 


” 
g 


Ho! ye needy; come, and welcome; 
God's free Bounty glorify. 

True Belief, and true Repentance, 
Ev'ry Grace that brings us nigh, 

Without Money, without Money, without Money, | 
Come to Fefus Chriſt, and by. 


E i 3 
Let not Conſcience make you linger; 
Nor of fitneſs fondly - ung OS 
All the Fitneſs he requireth 
Is, to feel your Want of Him: 
This He gives you, this He gives you, this He gives you, 
Tis the Spirit's riſing Beam. 


Come, ye weary; heavy laden, 
Bruis'd and mangled bh the Fall; 
If you tarry till you're better, 


You will never come at all. 


Not theRighteous, not „. not theRightcous 
Sinners Jeſus came to call. 


View him grov ling i in the Garden; 
Lo! your Maker proſtrate lies. 

On the bloody Tree behold Him: 
Hear Him cry, before he dies; 


8; 
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« It is Giniſh'd; it is finiſh'd; it is finiſh'd.” 
| 


Sinner, will not this ſuffice ? 
Lo! th' incarnate Gop, aſcended, 
Pleads the Merit of his Blood. 


venture on Him, venture wholly ; 


Let no other Truſt intrude. 


None but 5 none but Feſus, none but Jeſus, 


Can do helpleſs Sinners good. 
Saints and Angels join d in Concert, 

Sing the Praiſes of the Lamb; 
While the bliſsful Seats of Heaven 

Sweetly echo with his Name. 


Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 


Sinners here may ſing the ſame. 


HYMN LVIII. 
HE bleſſed Fefus is my Loxp, my Love, 
He is my Choice, from Him I would not move, 


* 
Away then, all. ye Objects that divert, 
And foek to draw from my dear Lozp my. Heart! 


That uncreated Beauty, which hath, gain'd. 

My raviſh'd Heart, hab off your Glory ſtain d. 

His Lovelineſs my Soul hath prepoſſeſt, 

And left no Room for any other Gueſt. 
Above's my Home, my Country is above, 

That bleſſed Land of Life, of Eight, and Love: 
There my dear Friends, fled hence, with Gop are bleſt, 
Thither are ſwiftly haſting all the reſt. 


There lives my Loxp, and there J long to live: 
He gave theſe Longings, and Himſelf will give. 


Haſte then, kind Sickneſs! forward my Deſign; 
That which breaks other Wedlocks perfects mine. 


Lo xp, hear theſe Groanings, and ſome Pity take 
On a poor ard Soul, which, for thy Sake, 


786 1 
From earthly Home, Friend, Joys, and all ae 
To be with Thee fox ever where Thou art, 


In the mean Time, Lon p, ſhew thy ſelf to me, 
Till Thou ſhalt pleaſe to take me bs to Thee. 


In Thee now let me find fo much of Reſt; | 
As may with more Deſire inflame my Breaſt. 


So ſeize on me that we no more may part: 
Till Thou ſhalt take my Soul, Lord, Keep my Heart, 


And dwell in me, till I with Thee ſhall dwell: 6 
This Earth with Thee is Heav'n, without Thee Hell 


HY MN LIX. ä 
| ORNING-STAR, I follow Thee, ” # 
Lead me here, or lead me there; "of 
Thou my Staff in trav'ling be, 


Il no other Weapon bear : 
F 2 


E41 
Me may Angels guard from IIl, 
When I am to do thy Will: 
So ſhall I with ſteady Pace, 
Reach the deareſt City, Grace. 


This my Maſter's Purchaſe is; 
Here my Loxp, my Chriſt is King; 
He is mine, and I am his, 
Him III ever praiſe and ſing: 
Who can hurt me in this Place, 
Fenc'd and fortify d by Grace? 
Deareſt City, I am £564 
And thy Happineſs is mine. 


HYMN LX. 
UMBER'D are all my finful Tears, 
While Grace my Heart does melt, 
For ev'ry Drop, my Saviour cares, 


He tells each my as TOR.” 


Fs 1 


No Wrath does now thy Vials fill, et "201 
In theſe my Tears are told 1941 W. 

At thy dear Feet at firſt they fell. ? 111} OF 
Which now thy Bottle holds. LA 


_ _-.HY MWN. EXL Wee 
HEN ſhall I gain my Wedding-Dreſs; Tally! 

Prepar'd to cloathe my, Nakednels ? a H 
That Robe ſo white my Lon p and * N 
Beſprinkled with thy precious Blood. 


Doſt Thou reſerve it out of Love, ” 
For me to glory in above? I 
I want it now, without thy Veſt * FLEA 
I cannot be a Wedding Gueſt. 


When Chriſt our Life ſhall once appear, 
"Twill then be manifeſt and clear, 


Whether or no the f prinkling Blood | arr 2 my 
Hath waſh'd our Rob, _ kept them good? | 
F 3 
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HYMN LXII. 
Y Soul before Thee proſtrate lies, 
To Thee her Source, my Spirit flies; 
O let thy chearing Count'nance ſhine 
On this poor mournful Heart of mine. 
From feeling Mis'ry's Depth I cry, 
In thy Death, Saviour, let me die; 
May Self in thy exceſſive Pain 
Be {wallow'd up, nor riſe again. 
 Feſus! vouchſafe my Heart and Will 
With thy meek Lowlineſs to fill; 
Break Nature's Bonds, and let me ſee 
That whom Thou free'ſt indeed is free. 


My Heart in Thee, and in thy Ways, 
Delights, yet from thy Preſence ſtrays; 
My Mind would deeper ſink in Thee, 
My Foot ſtand firm, from wand' ring free. 
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3 
1 know that Nought we Have avyails 
Here all our Strength and Wildom 
Who bids a ſinful Heart be clean? 
Thou, only Thou, ſupreme-of Men! 
Lokb, well I know thy tender Love, 
Thou never didſt unfaithful prove; 

A Readineſs I find in Thee 

From Self and Sin to ſet me free. 


Still will I long and wait for Thee, 
Till in thy Light the Light I ſee; . ap 

Till Thou in thy good Time appear, 

And ſav'it my Soul from ev'ry Snare. 


All my own Schemes and Self- Deſign 
I to thy better Will relign; 
Impreſs this deeply on my Breaſt, 


That I'm in Thee already. bleſt. 


” * | 
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When my Deſires I fix on Thee, 
And plunge me in thy Mercy's So, 


Thy ſmiling Face my Heart perceives, Now 


Sweetly refreſh'd, in Safety lives. 


So ev'n in Storms I Thee ſhall find 
My ſure Support, my Guardian kind; 
And I from Age to Age ſhall prove 
This precious Truth, that Gop is Loye. 


HY.MN LXIII. 
Y Sin my Gov and all is loſt, 
O where may Gop be found 
In Chriſt ; for ſo the Holy Ghoſt 
Shews by the joyful Sound. 


But how ſhall I eſcape and flee 
Th avenging Wrath of Goo? 
In Chriſt, who bore upon the „ 
That whole amazing Load. 


-# 


. | 

Alas! I'm daily apt to ftray, (7 190 

How ſhall I Heav'nward make! I Wire n un 
Through Chriſt, the conſecrated War % Mal 
Defign'd for thee to take. + ee LATE 


But where's my Title, Right, and Claim Nr age 


To that eternal Bliſs? "3 1 tr 1 * 
In Chriſt alone, that glorious 10 8411. 1 9 7 
The LoxD our Righteouſnels. A i i 67.05 van 
May not my Spirit, weak as Graſs, 5 wig 
Fail ere it reach the Length! FP. Real #4 555 8 
Jeſus, the Loxp thy Righteouſneſs, Mow! 
Will be the Loxp thy Strength. oF; 1 . 5 
But what if Friends and cruel Foes L asc 
Shall by the Way moleſt? e 9 
Chrift is a Friend to bridle thoſe, of in 114-SYh] 


And give the Weary Ret. 


r 
What Ground have I to truſt and ſay, 
The Promiſe is not vain? 
In Chriſt the Promiſes are yea, 
In Chrift they are Amen. 


But how ſhall Faith be had? Alas! 
I find I can't believe. 

Chriſt is the Author of that Grace, 
And Faith is his to give. 


Ho can fo vile a Lump of Duſt 
5 Heart-Holineſs expect? 
Chriſt by his Holy Spirit muſt 
This mighty Change effect. 


How ſhall I do the Works aright 
I'm daily bound unto? 

Cxriſt in thee, by his Spirit's Might, 
Works both 10 will and do. 
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Ho ſhall my Maladies be heal'd, 
So ſore moleſting me ? 
crit is the great Phyſician ſeal d, 
The LoxD that healeth thee. _ 
Salvation-Work is great and high, 
Alas! what ſhal I do? 
Chrift as the Alpha therefore eye, 
And the Omega too, &: 4 
How can He anſwer ev'ry Cale, TL 
And fave us from our Fall? rag x "ry 
Becauſe He is the Loxp of Grace, P 
Jenovan, All in All. | 
HY M N LXIV. 
SAVIOUR, could I always keep © 
My Eye on Thee, the living Way, - 
I then, though once a wand ring Sheep: 
Should no more from Fhee run aſtray: :- 


L 82 ] 
But whereſo&er Thou wenteſt, I 
Should ſimply go, not aſking why. 


O that I never could forget, 
One Moment, what Thou, Loxp, haſt done 
To ſave my Soul, and make me meet 
To fit with Saints upon a Throne : 
O that thy Off ring on the Tree 
Might ever more be ey d by me! 
HYMN LXV. 
He we are when Guilt is gone! 
This alters all our Frame; 


Sins and Temptations ſtill come on, 
But we are not the ſame. 


What did before afflict us much, 
And give us anxious Care, 

The faithful Breaſt it cannot Touch, 
For now the Lo Rb is there. 


Aw SaaS , 24 £ 
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The ſhades of Death to paſs? 
Our Shield eternal is his Lone | 
Our Light his gracious Face. 


HYMN LXVT. 
[ome Jeſus, come to me, 
And abide eternally; 


Worthy Friend of Sinners, come, 
Fill and make my Heart thy Home. 


Oftentimes for Thee J ſigh, 
Nothing elſe can give me Joy: 
This is ſtill my Cry to Thee, 
Deareſt Jeſus, come to me. 


Could J clearly ſee above, | | 
What thy Saints poſleſs in men 
All would be but Miſery, | 


Except 75 efus was with me, 


Are we through dang'rous Paths to rove, 


LF - 
Son of Gop, my deareſt Loxp, 
All my Crown and my Reward : 
Thou who freely dy'dſt for me, 
Shalt alone my Bridegroom be. 


H Y. M N LXVII. 
13 RD make me faithful to my Call, 
In Heart ſtill truly give up all, 

Myſelf to Thee reſign : 
When Dangers threaten me around, 
Invincible may I be found, 
Never thy Will decline. 


My Feet with holy Oil anoint; 


The deſtin'd Path, Thou doſt appoint, 


Gladly I then will tread ; 

Bedew me with a genial Showr, 

Into my Heart thy Influence pour, 
With living Manna feed. . 


| L 3% J 
Aſingle Eye, a faithful Heart, 
My Fefus, to thy Child impart, 

In ev ry trying Hour : 

Reas'ning's tormenting Thoughts prevent, 
Still keep my Eyes on Thee intent 
Till Sight my Faith o erpowr. 


| H Y MN LXVIII. 5 
uu NG have 1-view'd; long have I thought, 
And trembling held this bitter Draught; 
Tas now juſt to my Lips apply d: 

Nature ſhrank in, my Courage dy'd. 

But now reſolv'd and firm L'Il be, 

Since, Lox, tis mixt and giv'n by Thee. 


III truſt my great Phyſician's Skill, 
What he preſcribes can ne'er be ill: 
For each Diſeaſe He knows what's fit; 
He's wiſe and good, and I ſubmit. 
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No longer will I grieve or pine : 
Thy Pleaſure 'tis; it ſhall be mine. 


Thy Med'cine puts me to great Smart, 
Thou wound'ſt me in the tend'reſt Part; 
But tis with a Deſign to cure: 

I muſt and will thy Touch endure. 

All that I priz d below is gone; 

Yet ſtill, O Loxp, thy Will be done. 


Since 'tis thy Sentence I ſhould part 
With what was neareſt to my Heart, 

I freely that and more reſign, 

Behold, my Heart itſelf is thine. 

My litttle All I give to Thee: 

Thou haſt giv'n more, thy Son, to me. 


He left true Bliſs und. Joy above, 
Empty'd Himſelf of all but Love: 


L 87 5 
For me He freely did forſake- 7 1 nt 0 
More, than from me He &er can takes 
A mortal Life for a divine 
He took, and ev n did that reſign. 


Take all, great God, I will not grieve, | * 108 
But wiſh I had ſtill more to gire © | 
I hear thy Voice, Thou bid' ſt me quit ATA 
My Paradiſe, and I ſubmit; 315%; $456 
I will not murmur, at thy Word, | _ 
Nor beg Thee to ſheath up thy Sword. Pn TT. 
. HY MA LXIX. 8 KC Tl 58 
N more with trembling Heart 1 ty ud. 
8 A multitude of Things 7 ? 
Still wiſhing to find out that Point, | 


From whence Salvation 5 1 88. 8 


9 
My Anchor's caſt! caſt on a Rock, 
Where I ſhall ever reſt 
From all the Labours of my Thoughts, 
And Workings of my Breaſt. 
What is my Anchor? if you aſk; 
A hungry helpleſs Mind,. 
Diving with Mis'ry from it's Weight, 
Till firmeſt Ground it find. 
What is my Rock? "Tis Fefus Chriſt, 
Whom faithleſs Eyes paſs oer; 
Yet there all Sinners anchor may, 
And ne'er be ſhaken more. 


| aA MN :EXX; 
£ dear Redeemer, dying Lamb! 
We love to hear of Thee: 
No Muſic, like thy lovely Name, 
Does ſound ſo ſweet to me! 


L 89 ] 
O may we ever hear thy Voice 
In Mercy to us ſpeak! 
And in our Prieſt will we rejoice, l 
Thou great Melchaiſedec ! Hallelujah, 


Our 7ejus ſhall be ſtill our Theme, 
. While in this World we ſtay ; 
= We'll ſing our Jeſu's lovely Name, 
When all Things elſe decay: 
When we appear in yonder Cloud, 
With all his favour'd Throng, 
Then will we ſing more ſweet, more loud, = 
And Fefus be our Song. | HFallelujah. 
HYMN LXXI. : 
MY dear Saviour, when thy Cares, 1 
Thy Toll for me I read; 7 
Mine Eyes run oer with grateful Tears, 


And down I bow my Head, 
G 2 


E 
What am I, Lox D! that Thou fo much 
Didſt love and value me? 
Vile Duſt am I, yet Thou for ſuch 
Pidſt ſuffer Miſery. 


O this endears thy Wounds to me, 
This makes me prize Thee ſo, 

Becauſe Thou on the fhameful Tree 
My Curſe didſt undergo. 


Whene'er I liſten to thy Word, * 
Or read thy Story ſweet, = 

Thy Suff rings melt my Soul, O Lon, 
And bow me at thy Feet. 


Still be thy Wounds to me more dear, 
More precious ev ry Day, 

Till I at thy pierc'd Feet appear, 
Dreſt in thy bright Array. 
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„ HYMN LXXII. | 
Gay AY, where's thy Hope ? thou Sinner, lay; 
Look ev ry where, and aſk around. 
Who all the 85 Debt can pay, 
Can a fit Ranſom e'er be found? 
Yes, LoRD, before I drew my Breath, 
The Lamb for me had ſuffer'd Death. 


Far, far away, muſt Satan fly, 

Nor think me Captive to detain : 
For Fefus, when he deign'd to die, 

My Bondage broke, and burſt my Chain; 
And Conqu'ror in the dreadful Fi 74 | 


My Soul from thence becomes his Right. 
Take Thou Poſſeſſion of my Heart, 


Jeſu, and make me live to Thee; 
With Thee let nothing claim a Part, | 


But Thou my All for ever be; 
G 3 


[ 92 ] 
And give me, with thy Saints above, 
All Joy in Thee, Thou Gop of Love. 


H Y MN. LXXIII. 
TE my poor Heart juſt as it is, 
Set up therein thy Throne; 
So ſhall 1 * Thee above all, 
And live to Thee alone. 


Complete thy Work, and crown thy Grace, 
That I may faithful prove, 

And liſten to that ſmall ſtill Voice, 
Which only whiſpers Love. 


Which teaches me what is thy Will, 
And tells me what to do; 


Which covers me with Shame; a I 
Do not thy Will purſue. 


L 93 ] 
This UnQion may I ever feel, 
This Teaching from my ;Lorp, 
And learn Obedience to thy Voice, 
Thy ſoft reviving Word. 


H YM N LXXIV. 
Deareſt Lorp, take Thou my Heart; 
Where can ſuch Sweetneſs be, | 
As I have taſted in thy Love; 
As I have found in Thee 1 


If Zeal, with Knowledge in my Heart, 
Thy loving Grace does give, 


Safe in the Buſh, unhurt, the Whole 
Will eee ee live. 


If Love, that mildeſt Flame, can reſt 
In Hearts ſo cold as mine, 
Come, gentle Saviour, to my Breaſt, 
And all its Love de Thine. 
G 4 


[ 94 J 
My Lonp hath ſeiz d me with ſweet Force, 
His Prize and Purchaſe juſt: 
This Soul of mine was never made 
For Vanity and Duſt. 
O 'tis in vain to ſeek for Bliſs; 
For Bliſs can ne'er be found, 
Till we arrive where Jeſus is, 
And tread on Grace's Ground. 


Tis Heav'n on Earth to taſte his Love, 
To feel his quick'ning Grace : 

And all the Heav'n I hope above, 
Is but to ſee his Face. 


| 
_ HYM N 'LXXV. 
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RACE, how exceeding ſweet to thoſe 


Who truly-Sinners are ; 
Sunk and diſtreſt, they taſte and know 


Their Heav'n is only there. 
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nus Grace, free Grace, moſt ſweetly calls, 

Directly come, who will, MR hs 

Jjñuſt as you are; for Chriſt receives 

| Poor helpleſs Sinners ſtill.“ 

All we, who now are his, were firſt 

= Deeply convinc'd' of Sin; 

Each felt the Plague of his own. Heart, 

The Leproſy within: FRY 
Then Life and Righteouſneſs divine 
Were in a Moment giv'n; 

Thus we a happy People are, 


Coheirs with Chriſt of Heav'n. 


Now, deareſt Loxy! we inly pray, 
That in thy Service we. .. 

May active, holy, faithful prove, 
Deriving Strength from Thee. 


L 96 J 
O let us ſtill in Thee abide, 
For Babes we are moſt weak; 
Poor Sinners ſtill, who without Thee, 


Can nought act, think, or ſpeak. 
We thirſt, O Lorp; give us, this Day, 


To taſte more of this Grace, 
More of that Stream which from the Rock 
Flow'd through the Wilderneſs. 
Tis Grace alone that feeds our Souls, 
Grace keeps us inly poor; 
And, Oh! that nothing elſe but Grace 
May rule for evermore. 


e. 
ORD if with Thee part I bear, 
If I thro" thy Word am dean, 
In thy Mercy if I fhare, 
If thy Blood has purg'd my Sin; 


| 1 97 J 
o my needy Soul impart 

Thy good Spirit from above, 

o enrich my barren Heart 

With Humility and Love! 


ond, my Heart a Deſert vaſt 
Thy manuring Hand requires; 

in has laid my Vineyard waſlte 

Overgrown with Weeds and Bri'rs; 

W'hou canſt make this Deſert bloom. 


ill it blow with: rich! 
Of Humility and Love ! 


anquiſh in me Self and Pride, 

All my Unbelief ſubdue; 
zmile me into Fruit —or chide, 

If no gent ler Means will do; 


Breathe, O breathe, celeſtial Dove, 
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Ah! compaſſionate my Caſe; 
Let the Poor thy Pity move; 
Give me of thy was; Grace, 
Give Humility and Love! 


HY MN LXXVII. 
OW begin the heav 'nly Theme, 
Sing aloud in Jeſus Name, 
Ye who Fefu s Kindneſs prove, 
Triumph in redeeming Love ! 


Ye who ſee the Father's Grace, 
Beaming in the Saviour's Face, 
As to Canaan on ye move, 

Praiſe and bleſs redeeming Love! 


Mourning Souls, dry up your Tears, 
Bamiſh all your guilty Fears, 
See your Guilt and Curſe remove, 


Cancell'd by redeeming Love! 


; a 
e alas! who long have been, 
willing Slaves of Death and Sin, 
ow from Bliſs no longer rove, 


$top—and taſte redeeming Love! 
Welcome all by Sin oppreſt, 


Velcome to your Saviour's Breaſt ; 
othing brought him from above 
othing but redeeming Love! 


e ſubdu'd th' infernal Pow rs, 
lis tremendous Foes and ours, 
From their curſed Empire drove 
Mighty in redeeming Love! 


, * 

1 

| 
* 


ither then your Muſic bring, 
dtnke aloud each Joyful String, 

Nortals join the Hoſts above 

Join to praiſe redeeming Love, 


" „ ; 8 
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H Y MM N LXXVIII. 
THAT Object's this that meets my Eyes 
From out Feruslem's Gate? 
Which fills my Mind with ſuch Surprize, 
As wonders to create ? 


Who can it be that groans beneath 
A Croſs of maſſy Wood? 

Whoſe Soul's o'erwhelm'd in Pains of Death, 
And Body's bath'd in Blood? 


Is this the Man, can this be He ? 
The Prophets have foretold, 

Should with Tranſgreſſers number'd be, 
And for their Crimes be fold ? 


Ves, now I know tis He, tis He, 


E'en Jeſus, God's dear Son ; 
Wrapt in Mortality to die 


For Crimes that I had done. 


| L 101 J 
WD ! bleſſed Sight, O! lovely Form, 
Io ſinful Souls like me 
ll creep beſide him as a Worm 
And ſee him die for me. 


l hear his Groans and view his Wounds, | 
until with happy John, 

on his Breaſt a Place have found 
Sweetly to lean upon. 


H YM N LXXIX. 
ESUS, we claim Thee for our own; _ 
| Our Kinſman, near ally'd in Blood; 
Fleſh of our Fleſh, Bone of our Bone, 
The Son of Man. the Son of Gop : 
\nd lo! we lay us at thy Feet, 
Dur Sentence from thy Mouth to meet. 


L 103 J 
Partaker of my Fleſh below, 
To Thee, 6 Jeſus, I apply ; ; 
Thou wilt thy poor Relations know, 
Thou never can'ſt thyſelf deny, 
Exclude me from thy guardian Care, 


Or ſlight a ſinful Beggar's Pray r. 


Thee, Saviour, in my greateſt Need, 

I truſt my greateſt Friend to prove; 
Now o'er thy meaneſt Servant ſpread, 
The Skirt of thy redeeming Love. 
Under thy Wings of Mercy take, 


And ſave me for thy Nature's Sake. 


Haſt thou not undertook my Cauſe, 
Lox over all, to Worms ally'd ? 
Anſwer me from that bleeding Croſs, 


Demand thy dearly ranſom'd Bride: 


F 
$ 
4 
F 
j 


m 
And let my Soul betroth᷑d to Thee, , ⁰⁰ C) 
Thine, wholly thine for ever an ts TC IR" 


OW I Re 1098 the bleſſed ally aN 


N Where my Souls Anchor may remain, n | 

The Wounds of Jeſus, for my, Sin 

= Before the World's Foundation lain: . 

| Whoſe Mercy ſhall unſhaken ſtay G43 

| WW hen Heav'n and Earth are fled away. ' | 
Ir ather, thy everlaſting Grace i hn 4 

| One ſcanty Thoughts ſurpaſſeth far, 1 
And with a Father's Tenderneſs 11 

Thy Arms of Love ſtill open are ; 5 "oy 


Thy Heart o'er Sinner's can't but break, _ 
Whether thy Grace we flight or take. 


L494 1 
0 Love, Thou bottomleſs Abyls!, a Ino vin 11 ba! 
My Sins are ſwallow d up in Thee; il vilodow 2a 
Cover d is my Unrighteouſneſs, | 
From Condemnation now I'm free; 
While Feſu's Blood, through Earth and Skies, "Pe 
Mercy, free boundleſs Mercy! cries. 4a arr ti nn 


f 7 


With Faith I plunge me in this Sea; 
Here is my Hope, my Joy, my Reſt! 
Hither, when Hell ala flee 1 
And lock into my Saviour's Breaſt: 
Away ſad Doubt and anxious Fear, 
Mercy is only written there! 
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Though Waves and Storms go o'er my Head, 
Though Strength and Health and Friends be gone 
Though Joys be wither'd all, and dead, 
Though ev'ry 9 be withdrawn, 
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tedfaſt on this my Soul relies, 

Father, thy Mercy never dies. 

W Fix'd on this Ground will I remain, 

= Though my Heart fail, and Fleſh decay; 

This Anchor ſhall my Soul fuſtain, we 

When Earth's Foundations melt away: 
ercy's full Pow'r I then ſhall. prove, 

Lov'd with an everlaſting Love. 


HYMN LXXXI. 
NFATHOM'D Wiſdom of our King! 
In Stillneſs he colle&s his Flock, 
Leads on, and will to Glory bring, 

And grounds them on Himſelf, the Rock: 
With little Hurry, Noiſe, or Shew, 

He ſafely guideth ev'ry Soul ; | 
No more the blinded World can do, / | 

Than ſcorn and re the Whole. \ 
F 2 


1 
Thy Church, great Saviour! bought with Blood, 
Outcaſt of Men, but dear to Thee, 
Eſteems thy Croſs a pleaſant Load, 
An eaſy Yoke; thrice happy ſhe, 
When, bearing thy Reproach below, 
She ſtill partakes of thy free Grace, 
Which from thy Wounds doth ſweetly flow, 
And all Affliction's Load outweighs. 


Thou many, with thy winning Charms, 
Haſt melted touch'd by Fire divine ; 
And many with paternal Arms 
Embrac'd, and ſeal'd for ever thine : 
And, ſince they ſo unite in Love, 
Thy very Soul's Delight are they; 
And thou ſecurely from above 


Doſt guide them in the narrow Way. 


1 
m ,,, ee 
Ie Jeſus, Tay, what doſt Thou love? 

What does Fr. higheſt Pleaſure prove ? 
What is't that moves thy ſtrong Deſire, any 
And ſets thy inmoſt Soul on Fire? NA 
Thou that art holy, great, and ſtill the ſame, 6 
And beareſt Wonder in thy very Name? 


The anſwer, if we would be juſt, 
Muſt lay us bluſhing 1 in the Duſt: 
I love Thee, Sinner, as thou art, 
8 © 'Tis thou that haſt inflam'd my Heart; + be 
© Almighty, rich, and glorious, though I be, 
And thou mere Nakedneſs and Miſery.” 1. 
What Wonder in the Soul takes Place, 515 
To hear and feel ſuch Words of Gr : 
To know our own. accurſed Heart, 


And thy great Name, and what Thou art ; 3 
H 3 


4 1 "Fs 


CL fo# 3 
And yet to find Thee till ſo gracious prove, 
This makes us fink away for Shame and Love. 
We all know who and what we are; 
And all with one Conſent declare, 
That we no Good in us could find, 
To move Thee, Lox, to be ſo kind: 
Yet many here with inward Rapture feel 
Thy Spirit's Unction, and aſſuring Seal. 
O ground us deeper ſtill in Thee, | 
And let us thy Diſciples be! 
And, whilſt we follow Thee below, 
Let thy pure Joy our Hearts o'erflow : 
Thy Spirit breathe, arid Words of Life infpire, 
And dart them to each Soul like burning Fire. 
H-YM N LXXXIIL, 
HOU Soul's beſt Friend, Thou tetider Heart, 
Who full of Love by Nature art! 
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Who ever can preſume to ſay” lick ow 195% 
He lov'd, e'er Thou hadſt ſhewn the Way? ** 1 > 
Whoe'er could boaſt his Heart was in a Funn 
Before N e woo 'd and e Ar 
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well we may wonder at ſuch Love; 

And ev'ry Angel gaze above, 

To think how One ſo good and, great, 

So holy, happy, and comp | | 
Should pant and burn to ſave ol Men rm Hell. 
Who only know to hate Him and rebel. 


What coldeſt Hearts can chuſe but bun 4 
When to thy Love's ſtrong Fire they turn? $ 
Yes, they mult feel a kindling Ray, 8 - 
Diſſolve in Tears, and melt away. | Sets ih 
Dear Logy! thy Love is ſuch an endleſs Store, + 
The Wit of Man muſt adore, 


$ 
5 
i 
1 

4 

7 


9 
| | 
1 

hk 

\ 
iff 
* 

=- 


1 
: | 
[ 

! : 
$ 
l N : 14 
ö N 
þ _ 
, : 
. 

a £ . 
: fo 4 
6 

f $ 


— 
— — 
222 2 
«3 : — 
Pape 
— — 


1 
See! we fall down (but not through F ear 5 85 
As if the Wrath of Gop was near: b 
No, through thy Love's attracting Flame 


We ſink, quite melted into Same, 


Before the Throne, where Thou, ** bleeding L Love 
In Glory ſitt ' ſt, ador'd by all above... An 


Reach out thy Scepter, King of Love! 
Let us thy royal Favour prove ; « "Photo 
It's Point to us-ward ever turn, CODE 
Grant us a Touch and make us burn : 15 | 
The Heart thus warm'd, the Mouth to ſpeak will know 


Th' obedient Eye will legs: to overflow. 


H Y MN LXxXXIV. 


HAT “I am thine, my Lov and Gov! 
* Sprinkled and ranſom'd by thy . 


0 * 
"* 


Repeat that Word once more! 


4 


, 


1 
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ith ſuch an Energy and Light. N Wi 1 1 14 * 
hat this World's F pon nor Spight 
To ſhake me may emmy 


| "(0.6061 & 1 Yor TIT 2 
Wr. hug 12 t 3:84: 
rom various Cares my Laos os em 
hough deep and boundleſs its Deſires, TRE” 
Im now to pleaſe but one: {IT AIILAL BY Ta, 8) 
Be, before whom the E863 bow” 1 rode 
wic Him is all my Bufineſs HOW 74 31 bu Hf“ 


f Ju 5 Fs Fx 
And thoſe that are his on... „ att I am 206% 7 
3 4 br: 5 Sertstl? 91 


his is my Joy (which nder can Fail) itt 1 icht LAST: 


o ſee my Saviour's Arm prevail; it ofl 
To mark the Steps of Grace: 1 MN n Deaf 
How new-born Souls convinc'd of Sid. „r 169 anon 
His Blood reveal d tO them within, u WOO 4; 36% 
Praiſe Him in ev'ry Plactttdee. 4 
See! the dear Sheep by Fefus drawn, i 5 0 
In bleſt ounphcity move on. a GAO. 
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They truſt his Shepherd's Crook: . 


Beholders many Faults will find, 
But they can gueſs at Fefu's Mind, 
If written in his Book. | 3 


O all ye Rich, ye Juſt, ye Wiſe, 


Who hate the bleeding Sacrifice, 


And judge it weak and flight : 
Grant that I may (the reſt's your own). 
In Shame and Poverty fit down 

At this Spring of Delight! ; 


Indeed if 7eſus ne er was flain, 

Or ought can make his Ranſom vain, 
That now it heals no more; 

If his Heart's Tenderneſs is fled ; 

If of a Church He is-not Head;- 
Nor Loop as heretofore : 


f — 213 J 

rhen helpleſs ſure my State may ſeem, 

W Unwarranted I muſt eſteem 

And wretched all I do 

Joh, my Heart throbs! and ſeizes faſt 

That Cov'nant which will ever laſt ; 
It knows, theſe Things are true. 


No, my dear Lorp, in following Thee, | 
Not in the Dark, uncertainly, fort 27M 
This Foot obedient moves; 
Tis with a Brother and a King, 
Who many to his Yoke will bring, 

Who ever lives and loves. 


4 


Hen let Sorrow, Doubt 146 Strife, 
Drop off like Autun Leaves: 5 


Now then, my Way, my Truth, my Life! 8 g 


L 114 J 
Fenceforth, as priviledg'd by Thee, 
Simple and undiſtratted be 

My Soul which to Thee cleaves. 
Let now my weary Mind recline 
On that eternal Love of thine, 

And human Thoughts forget : 
Childlike attend what Thou wilt ſay ; 
Go forth and do it while tis Day, 

Nor leave my ſweet Retreat. 


At all Times to my Spirit bear 

An inward Witneſs, ſoft and clear, 
Of thy redeeming v4 6 

This will inſtruct thy Child and fit, 

Will ſparkle forth whate'er is right 
For ev'ry trying Hour. 


Thus all the Sequel is well wei gh. d! 
I caſt myſelf upon thy Aid, 


L 436 4 
= A ea where none can ſink; 
vea, in that Sphere I ſtand, poor Worm, 
Where Thou wilt for thy Name rer | 
Moore than I aſk or think. Fn 


H YM N LXXXV. 
ESUS, my All to Heav'n 1s gone, 
He whom I fix my Hopes upon ; 
His Track I fee, and I purſue 
The narrow Way, till Him I view. 


| The Way the holy Prophets went, 
The Way that leads from Baniſhment, 
The King's Highway of Holineſs 

Il go, for all his Paths are Peace. 


No Stranger may proceed therein, 
No Lover of the World and Sin; 
No Lion, no devouring Care, 

No Sin, nor Sorrow ſhall be there. 


186 J 
No, nothing may go up thereon 
But trav' ling Souls, and I am one; 
Wayfaring Men to Canaan bound, 
Shall only in the Way be found. 


This is the Way I long have ſought, 
And mourn'd Pane I found it not; 
My Grief a Burden long has been, 
Becauſe I could not ceaſe from Sin. 
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The more I ſtrove againſt it's Pow'r, 
I finn'd and ſtumbled but the more, 
Till late I heard my Saviour fay, 
„Come hither, Soul, 1 am the Way.” 


Lo! glad I come, and Thou, bleſs d Lamb, 
Shalt take me to Thee as I am z 

Nothing but Sin I Thee can give, 

Nothing but Love Tha I receive. 


1 247 1 

hen will I tell to Sinners round. 

hat a dear Saviour I have found ; HA i wit 
| II point to thy redeeming Blood, : 
And lay, ** Behold the Way to Gov? 


| H Y MN LXXXVI. 
x 2 TELL me no more Of this World's yain 1 Stor 3 3 


The Time for ſuch Trifles with me is now Oer. 


\ Canaan I've found, Where true Joys abound ; 
o dwell I'm determm'd on that happy Ground. 


{ſhe Souls that believe, In Paradiſe live, 
\nd me in that Number will Fe efus receive. 


4 y Soul don't delay, He calls thee away: 
ile, follow thy Saviour, and bleſs the glad Day. 


o Mortal doth know What he can beſtow, 
hat Light, Strength, and Comfort: _ Go after Han, go. 


E £8 | 
And when I'm to die,“ Receive me, I'll cry, 
My Saviour hath lov'd tne; 1 cannot fay why. 


LOO 18 


And now I'm in Care My Neighbours may ſhare 
Thoſe Bleſſings : To ſeek them will none of you dare! 


In Bondage, O why 1 And Death, will vou lie, 
When! Chr! fe wall afſure you free Grace! 18 {0 nigh, 


II. Y M N LXXXVII. 


T* E. Gov of Salvation, Jehovah by Na ame, 
Who Yeſterday, now, and for ever's the ſame; 


From Guilt and from Hell me a Sinner hath ſav'd, 
And Death of it's Sting hath my Jeſus bereav'd. 


Thy Conqueſts, O Death, now no longer I fear, 
Thy Might and pale Aſpect ev'n lovely appear; 
Depriv'd of thy Pow'r with all thy ſad Train, RS! 


My Jeſus is King, and for ever mult reign. 


EE ES 

His Blood is my Ranſom the Captive is his , 
Redeem'd from my Bondage to enter on Bliſs. y 
A Son through my Birth, by Adoption an Heir, 
The Kingdom of Glory with Fefus to ſhare, 


His Spirit, as Witneſs, as Earneſt, and Seal, 
. Of all thoſe rich Bleſſings I inwardly feel ; __ 
His Whiſpers divine do my Freedom proclaim, 
And open an Union with Gop and the Lamb. 


An Union whoſe Bonds are both ſtedfaſt and ſure, | 
in which I, through Grace, can hve happy and poor; 

The Bridegroom's Embraces with Rapture I know 
And all through the Blood which from Fefus did flow. 


JV bat tho I'm ſo helpleſs, I know He'll ſupply 

My Weakneſs with Grace, as I on him rely; 

And I ſhall be happy the Loxo to adore, _ 

And praiſe him now, henceforth, and for evermore. 
1 4 Fe 8 * 
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HYMN LXXXVIIII. 
ION, ariſe, thy Garments ſhake, 

Of thy dear Huſband's Worth partake 
Oh! call his Bleſſings down; 
Thy Wants are great—but 7e efus dy'd, 


He loves to ſee them well ſupply'd, 
He makes thy Caſe his own. — 


Strangers in Heart we lately were, 

Till our Redeemer brought us near 
By his attracting Pow'r; 

Break out all ye in Songs aloud, 

Who feel Redemption through his Blood, 
And our High-Prieſt adore. 


O Jeſus, Lord, we humbly pray, 
Be gracious to thy Church To-day, 


Thy faving Health impart ! 


| FT was } 
The Dew of Heav'n on us diſtil, 
With Love each empty Veſſel fill, 
And chear the drooping Heart: 


Cut ev'ry Cord that binds us here, 

Us from our evry Hindrance tear, 
Give each a ſingle Heart: 

8 Give Grace to tread down Self and Sin, 
© Give Grace eternal Life to win, 

Eer we from hence depart. 


HYMN LXXXIX. 


ESUS, our High-Prieſt and our Head, 
; Who bear'ſt our Fleſh and Blood, 
And always interced'ſt for us 
Before the Throne of Goo, 
12 


11 J 

We know Thou never canſt forget 
Thy poor weak Members here; 

But when we ſuffer in the leaſt, 
A Part with us Thou'lt bear. 


Thou with great Tenderneſs art touch d 
At what thy Children feel; 
When by Temptations we are preſs d, 
Thou know'ſt well what we ail. 


Thou haſt a tender Sympathy 
With ev'ry Smart and Pain; 
For when Thou waſt a Man on Earth 
Thou didſt the ſame ſuſtain. 


And though Thou art exalted now, 
Yet to us Thou art near; 


Thou khow'ſt our Weakneſſes and Wants, 


And liſt neſt to our Pray r. 


e 
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E 1 7 
Thou art to us ſo very. nigh, | 
= That with us Thou art one, 
In Spirit, Soul, and Heart, and F lem, 
Vea Bone of our own Bone. 
Wat ſhall we ſay for this thy Love, 
But fore Thee proſtrate lie; 
And thank Thee that Thou walt a Man 
To all Eternity. 
HY-M N XC. 
OW ſweet a Thing it is to fee | 
The choſen Pete of the Logp 


Dwelling in Love and Unity, 


Abiding ſtedfaſt in the Word, 


His Praiſes do each Tongue command, 
His Love's convey d from Heart to Heart ; - 
All, willingly with Heart and Hand, 
Reciprocally act their Part. 


13 


F 
All love to hear their Shepherd's Voice, 
While he gives Paſture to his Sheep; 


With thoſe that joy they do rejoice, 
And weep in Heart with thoſe that weep. 


Their Burdens mutually they bear, 
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Alleviate each other's Grief, 
And when appriz'd of Dangers near, 

Jointly they ſupplicate Relief. 

HYMN XCI. 
1 THANK Thee, high and mighty One, 
That Thou didit give thy only Son 

To travail in my Stead ; 
I thank Thee for that Love divine, 
Through which Redemption's Grace was mine, 
In Chriſt, before the World was made. 
I thank Thee, 7eſus, holy Lamb, 
For all thy Suffering and Pain, 


[ 225 J 
Io purchaſe my Relief: | 
& 1 thank Thee with unfeigned Praiſe, 
For all thy bounteous Acts of Grace, 


Thou found it the roving Wanderer 
Amidſt the Ways of Sin: 
And gently call'dſt me to embrace 
Full Abſolution, perfect Peace, 
And fix thy Reſidence within. 


Continue ſtill thy gracious Aid, 
** Soul to living Waters lead, 
My Thirſt to ſatisfy: 


Be with me on the Verge of Life, 
And bleſs me, Saviour, when 1 die. 


kee purchas'd Bleſſings of thy Grief, | 
| : thang Thee, Spirit, for | thy Care; or - | 


Conduct me through this World of Strife, 
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HY MN KCII. 


WICKED Heart, Thou Enemy! 
Why doſt thou vex and trouble me ? 
Dear Lamb, what ſhall I do? 
I find I muſt at thy pierc'd Feet 
A helpleſs Sinner ever fit, _ 
Till Thou the Way me ſhew. 


Sometimes I think, no more IM doubt, 

And half eſpy the Paſſage out - 
Unto my Reſting-Place, 

There would my Soul unſhaken reſt, 


Peaceful on my dear Saviour's Breaſt, 


And live in his Embrace. 


Sometimes:T think I faintly ſee | 
His Wounds and Scars were made tor me, 


— 127 J 
8 For me the Streams flow'd down ; 
Peet Liberty from thence doth flow; 
ith ardent Love my Heart doth glow 
To God's beloved Son. | 


Apply thy Merits chi Rill, 
What I may ſenſibly now feel 
That I am thine alone; 
Wh may I henceforth bid adieu 
No every Idol here below, 


And truly ſay, Be gone. 


v.. 


HYMN XCIII. 


ESUS, let me taſte thy Grace, 
And feel thy pureſt Love; 
Puard me in this Wildernels, 

And all my Foes remove: 


U 8 1 
Evry Hind'rance, Loxb, withdraw, 
And let me reach the promis d Land; 
While I ſojourn here below, 
Protect me with thy Hand. 


Worldly Pleaſures all are vain, 
Yet I the Trifles lov'd ; 

Now I do their Charms diſdain, 
Their Emptineſs I've prov'd : 

Only in thy Grace I truſt, 

And feel the Pleaſures of thy Love; 

Only in thy Merits boaſt, 

And in Thee live and move. 


I was Satan's willing Slave, 
Till Chriſt, my heavenly King, 
Pleaſed was my Soul to ſave 
From all the Pow'r of Sin: 


1 
Wc He rais'd from deep Deſpair, _ 
And ſhew'd to me his ſmiling Face; 
Heard my Sighs and mournful Pray'r, 
And deck'd me with his Grace. 


HY MN WW. 
MY Lon! I've often muſed 
On thy wond'rous Love to me; 
ow I have the ſame abuſed, 
8 Slighted, diſregarded Thee, 
To thy Church and Thee a Stranger, 
Pleas'd with what diſpleaſed Thee: 
W oſt, yet could perceive no Danger; 
| Wounded, yet no Wound could ſee. 


1 zut unwearied Thou purſu'dſt me, 
Still thy Calls repeated came; 

Till on Calvary's Mount I view'd Thee; 
Bearing my RUG and Blame: 


l 

Then o erwhelm'd with Shame and Sorrow 
Whilſt I view each mangled Limb, 
Tears bedew the Scourges Furrow 


Mingling with the purple Stream. 


I no more at Mary wonder 
Dropping Tears upon the Grave, 
Earneſt aſking all around her, 
Where is he who dy'd to ſave? 
Dying Love her Heart attracted; 
Soon ſhe felt his riſing Pow'r. 
He who Mary thus affected, 
Bids his Mourners weep no more. 


HYMN XCV. 
OW, my Belov'd, fhall I exprefs 
The preſent Happineſs I ſhare ? 


With Joy my Heart can now confeſs, 
That 7efu's Name is written there. 


| „ 

et ſtill J inly thirſt, while here, 
The happy Lite of Faith to live; 
ore choice and riper Fruit to bear; 
Till I on Sion's Shore arrive. 


Jet me purſue the Path begun, 
lady therein my Days to ſpend, 
iu all my Pilgrimage is done, 

; And Faith and Hope in Glory end. 


| HYMN XCVI. FO 
ESU, we pray, Be with us To-day, 

Thy Bleſfing beſtow, 

| A right ſimple Heart To each one impart ; 

| And a liſt ning Ear, 


nd 0” all our Hearts with pure Joy overflow, 
WV hich may thy {till ſmall Voice attentively b. hear. 
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And funk in deepeſt Miſery ? 


e 
Unite us in Love, And then let us prove 


How faithful Thou art 
To bleſs thoſe who are of one Mind and one H eart. 


We earneſtly crave A Bleſſing to have, | 
That we may rejoice, [ Voiol 
And blefs Thee and praiſe Thee with Heart and wi 


; 
Now kindle that Fire By pureſt Deſire 
Dl 


To follow the Lamb, | 
And yield bn our Hearts 1 in this meek ſimple Flan 


H YM N XCVIIL. 


HAT can a Sinner do like me, 
When ſtruck by an Almighty Pow' r. | 


TP 


Nothing but wait at Mercy's Door. 


F 

What Eye can ſee, what Heart can love, 
What Hand relieve my Miſery ? 
None but the Saviour's from above, 


Who for my Sins did bleed and die. 


No other Object would I. find 
8 To caſe, indulge, or pleaſe my Mind; 


4 ere would I leave my fruitleſs Strife, 
And prove his Death the Chriſtian's Life. 


Purely in Mercy He'll paſs by, 

| And view a wretched Slave of Sin; 
will move him to come nigh, 

And waſh a filthy Creature clean. 


* 
Ne. 
| 1 

& 


n Mercy, Loxp, thy Creature lee, 
And ſpread thy Skirt my Shame to hide ; 
© {peak the Word, and I ſhall be 

Cloath'd with thy Robe and juſtify d. 


L 284 J 
Then ſhall my happy Soul enjoy 
A laſting Peace, in Thee, my God; 
nM Then my whole Buſineſs and Employ 
4 Shall be to ſpeak of Fefu's Blood. 


DEAR Redeemer, who alone 
Canſt give me Eaſe in Pain: 
Whoſe Blood did once for Sin attone, 
And Pardon for. me gain. 


I once was wholly dead in Sin, 


And ignorant of Thee; 
And walk'd contentedly therein, 
Nor knew thy Love to me. 
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But thy all- ſeeing Eye then view'd 

And mark d my ey'ry Way, 
And ſtill in tender Love purſu'd 
Nor let me further ſtray. 


L 135 J 
Thy Name is now, through Grace, become 
More precious to my Soul, 
han ſweeteſt Smell of rich Perfume, 
Or Aaron's precious Oil. 
ithout thy Favour, though I live, 
Life but a Burden is; 
Nought elſe can Satisfaction give, 
Experience ſhews me this. 


y faithleſs Heart, O Saviour dear 
Correct with gentle Hand; 
Wn cv'ry Danger be thou near, 
KAlone I cannot ſtand. 
i H YM N 
ORD, thine Image Thou halt lent me, 
In thy never fading Love; 

hen I fell, yet Thou haſt ſent me 


Full Redemption from aboye : 
K 


L 286 J 
Sacred Love! I long to be 
Thine to all Eternity. 


Love! to Bliſs Thou haſt ordained 
Me, eer I began to be; 
Gop of Love! Thou'ſt not diſdained 

To become a Man like me: 
Love almighty and divine ! 
I would be tor ever thine. 


Love! who haſt for me endured 
All the Pains of Death and Hell; 
Love! whoſe Suff rings have procured 
More for me than Tongue can tell; 
Sacred Love! J long to be 
Thine to all Eternity. 


Love! my Life, and my Salvation, 
Light and Truth, eternal Word! 


X Ws 
WT hou alone doſt Conſolation 
o my bnking Soul afford: 
Love almighty and divine! 

W would be for ever thine. 


Vo thy bleſſed Yoke Thou'rt tying 
Me with Cords of Grace and Love; 
hile my Heart is ever crying, 
May I true and faithful prove! 
Wacred Love! I long to be 

W hine to all Eternity. 


ove! who wilt for ever love me, 
Interceſſor for my Soul! | 
Pho ſuſtain'ſt me, light or heavy, 
On thy prieſtly Breaſt enroll'd : 
Jove almighty and divine! 

would be for ever _ 
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Love, who wilt hereafter raiſe me 
From the Grave and Bed of Duſt; 


Love! whoſe final Zeal arrays me 


With a Garland 'mong the Juſt: 
Sacred Love! I long to 4 
Thine to all Eternity. 


HYMN C. 


ORD, if now Thou paſſeſt by me, 
Stand, and call me unto Thee: 
Freely, fully juſtify me, 
Give me Eyes thy Love to ſee! 
Love, that brought Thee down from Heav' n, 
Made my God a Man of Grief ; 
Let it ſhew my Sins forgiv'n, 
>, O help "7 Unbelief. 


. 189 ] 
Long I for thy Love have waited, 
Begging fat by the Way- Side; 
Still J am not new created, 

Still I am not ſanctify d: : 
Thou, O Lox, in great Compaſſion; 
Haſt, in part, my Sight reſtor'd : 

Shew me all thy full Salvation, 
Make the Servant as his Lond; | 


HYMN CI. 

OME, my Father's Family, 

Ye ranſom'd of the LoD; 
Come, ye Sinners, who, with me, * 
Are ev'ry where abhor d; 
Let us gladly trace his Steps 

Who ſuffer'd Death among the cus; 
Who the Friendleſs Soul accepts, 


Whom all beſide refuſe. 
| K 3 
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Jeſus, the deſpis d and mean, 
Our Maſter let us own ; 
He the Sacrifice for Sin, 
The Saviour He alone ; 
Let us take and bear his Croſs, 
Deſpis'd Diſciples let us be, 
Mock'd and ſhighted, as He was 
For you, my Friends, and me. 


None but Jeſus will we ſing, 
None elle will we adore ; ; 
He our Prophet, Prieſt, abt King 
Shall be for evermore : 
None among the heav'nly Pow'rs, 
Nor one on Earth our Praiſe may claim, 
None but Jeſus call we ours, 


None but the bleeding Lamb! 


11 
HYVMN (II. 
WEET the Moments rich in Bleſſing 
Which before the Croſs I ſpend; 
Life and Health, and Peace poſſeſſing, 
From the Sinner's dying Friend. 
Here I'll fit for ever viewing | 
Mercy's Streams in Streams of Blood; 
precious Drops my Soul bedewing 
Plead and claim my Peace with GOD. 


Truly bleſſed is this Station 
Low before his Croſs to bye; 
While I ſee divine Compaſſion 
Floating in his Ianguid Eye. 
Here it is I find my Heaven, 
While upon the Lamb I gaze; 
Love I much, I've much forgiven, 


I'm a Miracle of Grace. +... 
R 4 
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Love and Grief my Heart dividing, 
With my Tears his Feet I'll bathe; 
Conſtant ſtill in Faith abiding, 
Life deriving from his Death. 
May I Mill enjoy this Feeling, 
In all Need to Jeſus go; 
Prove his Wounds each Day more healing, 
And himſelf more deeply know. 


HY M N' CIIII. 


RIDE of the Lamb, up to the Skies 
Let daily Praiſe, like Incenſe, riſe, 
To join with theirs above. 
Worthy is He, that once was ſlain, 
A Race of Rebels to regain, 
To have our choiceſt Love. 


Into this Ark with great Amaze, 
The winged Seraphs, wond'ring, gaze, 
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L 143 ] 
Redeeming Love to trace : 
Should Mortals, who in Part have "I 
| Redemption through the Saviour's Wounds, 3 


Refuſe to ſhout free Grace. 


Cry then to our Redeemer dear, 

He loves his People's Voice to hear, 
They are his Joy and Crown ; 

Eer long we Him in Clouds ſhall ſee, 

Cloathed in Pomp and Majeſty, 
His ranſom'd Flock to own. 


Show'r down thy Grace, O Jeſu, now; 
Through ev'ry Veſſel let it flow, 

Each fick'ning Plant to chear: 
Rooted in Thee, O may we ſtand, 
Unſhaken, waiting thy Command, 

And love thy Voice to hear, 


1 144 J 


Shall Bondage {till our Souls detain ? 
Aſſert the Glories of thy Reign, 

And ſet the Priſoners free: « 
Now, Lo Rp, relieve each burden'd Mind, 
And give us all with Joy to find 

Eternal Life in Thee. 


HY MN CIV. 


G D of all Grace and Majeſty, 
Supremely Great and Good; 


If I have Favour found with Thee, 
Thro' the atoning Blood: 

The Guard of all thy Mercies give, 
And to my Pardon join 

A Fear, leſt I ſhould ever grieve, 
The 3 Sp'rit divine. 


— 45 J 
Since Mercy is indeed with Thee, 
May I obedient prove: 
Nor e er abuſe my Liberty, 
Or fin againſt thy Love: 
This choiceſt Fruit of Faith beſtow 
On a poor Sojourner : 
And let me paſs my Days below, 


In Humbleneſs and Fe ear. 


Still may I walk as in thy Sight, 
My ſtr1& Obſerver fee ; 

And Thou, by rev'rent Love, unite 
My childlike Heart to Thee. 

Still let me, till my Days are paſt, 
At Jeſus Feet abide; 

So ſhall He lift me up at laſt, 
And ſeat me by his Side. 


"EW I 
HYMN CV. 


* GH of thoſe whoſe dreary Dwelling 
Borders on the Shades of Death; 

Come, and by thy Love's reyealing, 
Diſſipate the Clouds beneath: 

The new Heav'n and Earth's Creator, 
In our deepeſt Darkneſs riſe ; 

Scatt'ring all the Night of Nature, 

Pouring Eye-fight on our Eyes. 


Still we wait for thine appearing, 
Life and Joy thy Beams impart ; 
Chaſing all our Fears, and chearing 
Ev'ry poor benighted Heart : 
Come, and manifeſt the Favour 
Gop hath for the ranſom'd Race; 
Come, Thou univerſal Saviour, 


Come, and bring the Goſpel Grace. 


11 

Save us in thy great Compaſſion, 

O Thou mild, pacific Prince! 
Give the Knowledge of Salvation, s 

Give the Pardon of our Sins : ti 
By thine all reſtoring Merit ; 

Ev'ry burthen'd Sul e: : 
Ev'ry weary, wand ring Spirit 

Guide into thy perfect Peace! 


HYMN CVI. 


RETHREN, let us join to bleſs 
Fefus Chriſt, our Joy and Peace : 
Let our Praiſe to Him be giv'n 

High at Gop's Right-Hand in Heav'n. 


Maſter, ſee, to Thee we bow, 


14 1 
. 


Thou art Loxp, and only Thou: 9 
Thou, the bleſſed Virgin's Seed, 183 


L 148 ] 
Thee the Angels ceaſeleſs ſing, 
Thee we praiſe our Prieſt and King: 
Worthy is thy Name of Praiſe, 
Full of Glory, full of Grace! 


Thou haſt the glad Tidings brought 
Of Salvation by Thee wrought; 
Wrought— for all thy Church; and we 
Worſhip in their Company. 

We, thy little Flock, adore 

Thee, the Log p, for evermore: 

Ever with us ſhew thy Love, 

Till we join with thoſe above. 


H Y M N CVII. 

HE Croſs! the Croſs! O that's my Gain, 

| Becauſe on that the Lamb was ſlain : 
*Twas there my Logo was cructhed ; 
"Twas there my Saviour for me died. 
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What wond'rous Cauſe could move thy Heart, 
To take on Thee my Curſe and Smart? 
Well knowing, that my Soul would be 
So cold, ſo negligent of Thee. 


The Cauſe was Love, I fink with Shame, 
Before my ſacred Fefu's Name; 
That Thou ſhould'ſt bleed and flaughter'd be; 
Becauſe, becauſe Thou lovedſt me. 
 _HYM N CVIII. - 

* L ye that paſs by! To Jeſus draw nigh, 

To you is it nothing that Fefus ſhould die? 
Your Ranſom, and Peace, Your Surety he is, 
Come, ſee, if there ever was Sorrow like his. 
For what you have done; His Blood did attone, 
The Father hath puniſh'd for you his dear Son. 


The Lox, in the Day Of his Anger, did lay 
Our Sins on the Lamb, and He bore them away. 


CT 
He anſwer'd for all O come at his Call, 
And low at his Croſs with Aſtoniſhment fall. 


H V M N CIX. 
OR you, and for me, He pray'd on the 1: : 
The Pray'r is accepted, the Sinner is free. 


The Sinner am I, Who on Jeſus rely, 
And am come — the Pardon Gop cannot deny. 


M y Pardon I claim, For a Sinner I am; 
A Sinner, believing in Jeſuss Name. 
He purchas'd the Grace Which now I embrace; 
O Father! Thou know'ſt He hath dy'd in my Place. 


HT N X. a 
| EIT. O the joyful Sound! 
What Pleaſure to our Ears; 
A fovereign Balm for ev'ry Wound, 
A Cordial for our Fears. Hallelujah, 


1 

Salvation! let the Eccho fly _ 
The ſpacious Earth around; 

While all the Armies of the Sky | 

Conſpire to raiſe the Sound. Hallelujah. 


e e Cx / "4 
AITH and Repentance may be taught, : 
And yet no Golpel-Tidings brought ; 
If as mere Duties theſe we preſs, 
And not as Parts of promis'd Bliſs. 


If only Precepts we preſent, 

Though urg'd with ſtrongeſt Argument, 
We leave th' awaken'd Sinner's Hope 
In Blackneſs of Deſpair to grope. 


The Man whom legal Precepts chace, 
As yet eſtrang d to fov'reign Grace; 9 
Miſtaking evangelic Charms, 
As if they ſtood on legal Terms; 

L 
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Looks to himſelf, though dead in Sin, 
For Grounds of Faith and Hope within: 
Hence Fears and Fetters grow and ſwell, 
Since nought's within but Sin and Hell, 


But Faith, that looks to promis'd Grace, 

Clean out of Self the Soul will chace 

To Chrift for Righteouineſs and Strength, 

And finds the joyful Reſt at length. 


No Precept clogs the Goſpel Call, 
But wherein Grace is all in all; 
No Law is here but that of Grace, 
Which brings Relief in ev'ry Caſe, 
The Goſpel is the Promiſe fair 
Of Grace, all Ruins to repair ; 


And leaves no Sinner Room to ſay, 
Alas this Debt I cannot pay! 


51 
This grievous Yoke I cannot bear! 
„This high Demand I cannot clear!” 
Grace ſtops the Mouth of ſuch Complaints, 
And ſtore of full Supply preſents. 
Tis here the Spirit pow'rful rides, 
The Fountains of the Deep divides ; 
The King of Glory's Splendor ſhews, 


And wins the Heart with welcome News. 


H Y M N CXII. Por Chiriſtmas. 
ESUS, all Praife is due to Thee, 
That Thou waſt pleas'd a Man to be! 
A Virgin's Womb Thou didft not ſcorn, | „ 
And Angels ſhout to ſee Thee born. Hallelujah. 
The bleſſed Father's only Son i 
Chuſeth a Manger for his Throne; 
And tho' the high and mighty Gop, 


Aſſumes our feeble Fleſh and Blood. Hallelujah. 
I. 2 
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Whom Earth could not contain nor Skies, 
See! on a Woman's Lap He lies; 
And who the World's Foundation laid, 
Is now a little Infant made. 


The Father's Brightnels comes in Sight 
Gives to the World it's ſaving Light, 


And drives the Clouds of Sin away, 
To make us Children of the Day. 


The Son the Almighty Gon confeſs” d, 
In his own World became a Gueſt, 

And open'd through Himſelf, the Way, 
A Paſlage to eternal Day. 


And therefore poor on Earth He came, 
That we might all his Riches claim; 
To make us Heirs of endleſs Bliſs, 
With all thoſe darling Saints of his. 


| Hallelujah 


Hallelujah, 


_ Hallelujah, 


H allelujah. 


L 255 J 
For us theſe Wonders he hath wrought, 
To ſhew his Love, ſurpaſſing 'Thought! mo”, 
Then let us all unite to ſing A 
Praiſe to our loving Gop and King. Hallelujah, 


H Y MN CXIII. For Chriſtmas. 
E ſimple Men of Heart fincere, _ 
Shepherds who watch your F locks by Night,” 
Start not bo ſee an Angel near, | 
Nor tremble at this glorious Light. 


An Herald from the Heavenly King 
come your every Fear to chace; 
Good Tidings of great Joy I bring, 
Great Joy to all the fallen Race! 


To you 1s born on this glad Day, 
A Saviour by our Hoſt ador'd; 
Our Gon in Bethlehem ſurvey, 
Make Haſte to worſhip Manta the Logo, 
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1 
By this the Saviour of Mankind, 
The incarnate Gop ſhall be diſplay d, 
The Babe ye wrap'd in Swaths ſhall und. 
And humbly in a Manger laid. 


HY MN CXIV. For Chriſtmas. 
* EPH ER DS on their Flocks attending, 
Shepherds that in Night-time watch'd, 

Saw the — deſcending, 

From the Court of Heav'n diſpatch'd. 
Beams of Glory deck d his Miſſion, 

Burſting thro' the Veil of Night, 
Fear poſſeſs d them at the Viſion : 

Sinners tremble at the Light. 


Dove-like Meekneſs grac'd his Viſage; 
Joy and Love ſhone round his Head. 
Soon he chear'd them with his Meſſage: J 


Comfort flow'd from all he ſaid. 


E 1 
© Fear not, Fav'rites of th Almighty, 
T Joyful News to you I bring: 
+ You have now, in David's City, 


Born, a Saviour, Chriſt the King. 


Go and find the Royal Stranger 

By theſe Signs. A Babe you'll ſee, 
„ Weak, and lying in a Manger, 

„ Wrapt and ſwaddled; that is He.“ 
Strait a Hoſt of Angels glorious 

Round the heav'nly Herald throng, 
Utt'ring in harmonious Chorus, 

Airs divine; and this the Song: 


Glory to our God be given 
* By the radiant Hoſts above; 
Peace on Earth to Men forgiven, 
Objects of redeeming Love.“ 


r 
Thus they ſang with Rapture kindling 
In the Shepherd's Hearts a Flame, 
Joy and Wonder ſweetly mingling : 

All Believers feel the ſame. 


Lo, ſweet Babe! we fall before Thee, 
Feſu Thee we all adore. 

Thine's the Kingdom, Pow'r, and Glory, 
We'll proclaim it evermore. 

“Glory to our God be given 
„By the radiant Hoſts above; 

Peace on Earth to Men forgiven, 


«© Objects of redeeming Love.” 


= M N CXV. For Chriſtmas, 
OIN all ye joyful Nations 
TH' acclaiming Hoſts of Heaven, 
This 0 Morn A Child is born, 
To us a Son 1s given: 
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The wonderful Meſſias, 
The Joy of every Nation, | [ 
Jeſus his Name, With Gor the ſame, je ve! 
The Loxp of all Creation: Ty if 


Go ſee the King of Glory, 

Diſcern the heavenly Stranger, 
So poor and mean His Court an Inn, 

His Cradle is a Manger. RE {I 

Whom all the Angels worſhip, | 2 

Lies hid in human Nature: R 
Incarnate ſee The Deity, 

The infinite Creator. 


Gaze on 8 helpleſs Obe 

Of endleſs Adoration !' © 
Thoſe infant Hands Shall burſt our Bands, 

And work out our Salvation, | 


10 J 
Strangle the crooked Serpent, 
Deſtroy his Works for ever, 
And open ſet The heavenly Gate 
To every true Believer. 


HIM NN CXVI-——hor Chriſtmas. 
e E, Thou long expected Jeſus, 
Born to ſet thy People free, 

From our Fears and Sins releaſe us, 
Leet us find our Reſt in Thee 
Jrael's Strength and Conſolation, 

Hope of all the Earth Thou art, 
Dear Deſire of every Nation, 

Joy of every longing Heart. 


Born thy People to deliver, 
Born a Child, and yet a King, 
Born to reign in us for ever, 


Now thy gracious Kingdom bring; 


as. 
By thine own eternal Spirit, 
Rule in all our Hearts alone, 
By thine all- ſufficient Merit 
Raiſe us to thy glorious Throne. 


H Y M N CXVII. For Chriſtmas. 
LL Glory be to Gop on high, VN 
Ye Sons of Adam fill the Sky, * 
With Praiſe and Thankfulneſs; | 
Gor, from an everlaſting Love, 
Decreed with his dear Son above 
A ſinful World to bleſs. 


Stand ſtill, and fee what Gop hath done, 

He had but one. beloved Son, | 
And Him He freely gave : 

For whom was this ; but for a Race 

Of curſed Sinners vile, and baſe ? 
Yet all He came to ſave. 


”" a 7 
All Glory to th' eternal Son, 
That He molt freely did put on 
Our Fleſh and Miſery : 
That He, our Gobp, a Man was 0 
And bore our Curſe, our Ranſom paid, 
By bleeding on the Tree. 


He as a poor mean Child was born, 

His Birth no Palace did adorn, | 
A Manger was his Bed: 

Look, look upon this riſing Sun, 

Till Tears of Love the Eyes o'er-run, 


This Babe is Chriſt our Head. 


H Y M N CXVIII. 
OVE divine, all Love excelling, 
Joy of Heav'n to Earth come down! 
Fix in us thine humble Dwelling, 


All thy faithful Mercies crown : 
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Jeſus, Thou art all Compaſſion, 
Pure unbounded Love Thou art; 
Viſit us with thy Salvation, | 
Enter ev'ry trembling. Heart! 


Breathe! O breathe thy loving Spirit 


Into evry troubled Breaſt ! 
Let us all in Thee inherit, 
Let us find thy promis d Reſt: 
Take away the Pow'r of ſinning, 
Alpha and Omega be; | 
End of Faith, as its Beginning, 
Set our Hearts at Liberty. 


Come ! almighty to deliver, 
Let us all thy Life receive | 
Suddenly return, and never, | 
Never more thy Temples leave ! ! 


| 
4. 


[ 164 ] 
Thee we would be always bleſſing, 
Serve Thee as thine Hoſts above : 5 
Pray, and praiſe Thee without ceaſing, 
Glory in thy precious Love. 


Finiſh then thy new Creation, 
Pure, unſpotted may we be; 
Let us ſee thy full Salvation, 
Perfectly reſtor'd by Thee! 
Chang'd from Glory into Glory, 
Till in Heaven we take our Place; 
Till we caſt our Crowns before Thee, 
Loſt in Wonder, Love, and Praiſe. 


30 YN: XN. 
O FOR an Heart to praiſe my Gop! 
An Heart from Sin ſet free; 
An Heart that's ſprinkled with the Blood 
So freely ſpilt for me 


| 6 5 
An Heart refign'd, ſubmiſſive, meek, 
My dear Redeemer's Throne, +8 
Where only Chriſt is heard to ſpeak, HeE 
Where Jeſus reigns alone. | 


An humble, lowly, contrite Heart, 
Believing, true, and clean, 

Which neither Life nor Death can part 
From Him that dwells within. 


An Heart in ev'ry Thought renew'd, 
And fill'd with Love divine ; 
Perfect, and right, and pure, and good, 
A Copy, Los, of thine. 
Thy tender Heart is {till the ſame, 
And melts at human Woe : ; 
Jeſu, for Thee diſtreſt I am, F 
I want thy Love to know. Teas | 


q . 
. 
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My Heart, Thou know'ſt, can never reſt, 


Till Thou create my Bate : 2 * 
Till, of mine Eden re-poſſeſt, 
From Self and Sin I ceaſe: 


Thy Nature, gracious Lozp, impart, 
Come quickly from above I 

Write thy new Name upon my Heart, 
Thy new, beſt Name of Love. 


H'Y M N CxX. 
Come, thou wounded Lamb of Cop! 
Come, waſh us in thy cleanſing Blood; 
Give us to know thy Love, then Pain 
Is iweet, and Life or Death 1s Gain. 


Fake our poor Hearts, and let them be 
For ever clos'd to all but Thee: 

Seal Thou our Breaſts, and let us wear 
That Pledge of Love for ever there. 


192 

How can it be, Thou heav'nly King, 

That Thou ſhould'ſt Man to Glory bring! 
Make Slaves the Partners of thy Throne, 
Deck'd with a never fading Crown! 


O Lorp, enlarge our ſcanty Thought, 

To know the Wonders Thou haſt — 
Unloole our ſtamm ring Tongue to tell 
Thy Love immenſe, unſearchable. 


Firſt born of many Brethren, Thou, 

To Thee both Earth and Heav a mall bow; ; 
Help us to Thee our All to give, | 
Thine may we die, thine may we hve ! 


H YM N CXXI. 
RRAY'D in mortal Fleſh, 
Lo! the great Angel ſtands ! ! 
He holds the Promiſes 
And Pardons in his 3 


668 } 
Commiſſion'd from His Father's Throne; 
To make his Grace To Mortals known. 


Be Thou our Counſellor, 
Our Pattern and our Guide! 
And through this deſart Land 
Still keep us near thy Side! 
O let our Feet Neer run aſtray, 
Nor rove, nor ſeek The crooked Way: 


We'd hear our Shepherd's Voice, 
Whole watchful Eye doth keep 


Poor wand'ring Souls amon 

The Thouſands of his Shcep : 
He feeds his Flock He calls their Names, 
His Boſom bears the tender Lambs. o 0 


To this dear Surety's Hands. 
My Soul, commend thy ha, rag 
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He anſwers and fulfils P Sod — þ *d hereof 

His Father's hnoken 4 : ts N 
Believing Souls Now free arefſet; # do nod t 


For Chriſt hath paid Their dreadful ar "or: 
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Then let our Souls ariſe; e or 2 SER Tz 
And tread the Tempter donn: 2g] 00 
Our Captain leads us fort 
To conqueſt and a Crown: , 
March on, nor fear To win the Day, . 
Though Death and Hell Obſtruct ky War. ue 
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1 
Our Sin how deep it ſtains! be. wok i off 
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And Satan binds our captive Souls 


Faſt in his laviſh Chains. 
M 2 


L 7 ] 
But there's a Voice of ſov'reign Grace 
Sounds from Gop's ſacred Word; 
Ho! ye deſpairing Sinners, come, 

Aud truſt upon the Loxp. 


O may we hear th' Almighty Call, 
And run to this Relief 


We would believe thy Promiſe, Lox, 
O help our Unbelief! 


To the bleſt Fountain of thy Blood 5 
Teach us, O Lox, to fly; 

There may we waſh our ſpotted Souls 
From Crimes of deepeſt Dye! 


Poor, guilty, weak, and helpleſs Worms, 
u thine Hands we fall; 

Be Thou our Strength and Ri ghtcouſneſs, 
Our 7e —_ and our All! 


[ 10 ] 
H Y M N CxxXIII. 


| ſee from far thy beauteous Light, 
Inly J ſigh for thy Repoſe: 


My Heart is pain'd, nor can it be 
At reſt, till it find Reſt in Thee, 


s there a Thing beneath the Sun, 
That ſtrives with Thee my Heart to mare? 
Oh! tear it thence, and reign alone, 
The Loxp of ev'ry Motion there: 
Then ſhall my Heart from Earth be free, 
When it has found Repoſe i in Thee! 


O hide this Self from me, that I 
No more, but Chriſt in me, way live! 
My vile Affections crucify, 


N or let one darling Luſt ſurvive : 
M 3 


HOU hidden Love of God, whoſe Height, 1 1 
Whoſe Depth unfathom d no Nan knows, 
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11 
In all Things nothing may I ſee, 
Nothing deſire, or ſeek, but Thee! 


O Love! thy ſov'reign Aid impart, 
To ſave me from low-thoughted Care; 
Chace this Self- Will through all my Heart, 
Through all its latent Mazes there: 
Make me thy duteous Child, that f 
Ceaſeleſs may Abba, Father, cry. 


Each Moment draw from Earth away | 

My Heart, that lowly waits thy Call, 
Speak to my inmoſt Soul, and ſay, 

I am thy Love, thy Gop, thy "Al T 
To feel thy Pow'r, to hear thy Voice, 
To taſte thy Love, be all my Choice! 

HK 
O! He comes with Clouds deſcending, 
Once for favour'd Sinners ſlain! 


1 7 J 
Thouſand thouſand Saints attending, 
Swell the Triumph of ne 1 

Hallelujah! 
Hallelujah! Abend“ 


Ey'ry Eye ſhall now behold Him, 
Rob' d in dreadful Majeſty ; 


Thoſe who ſet at nought and fold Him, 
Pierc'd and naiłd Him to the Tree, 
Deeply wailing, 
Shall the true Meſſiah ſee. 


Ev'ry Iſland, Sea, and Mountain, 
Heav'n and Earth, ſhall flee away ; 
All who hate Him muſt, confounded, 
Hear the Trump proclaim the Day, 
Come to judgment! 


Come to Judgment * 1 come away! 
M 4 
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Now Redemption, long 1 
See! in ſolemn Pomp appear! 
All his Saints, by Man rejected. 
Now ſhall meet Him in the Air! 
Hallelujah ! 


See the Day of Gop appear! 


Anſwer thine own Bride and Spirit, 
Haſten, Loo, the gen'ral Doom! 
The new Heav'n and Earth t'inherit, 
Take thy pining Exiles home: 
All Creation 


5 groans, and bids Thee come! ſ 


 _HYMN CXXV. 
H.; comes! He comes! the Judge levere ! 
The ſeventh Trumpet ſpeaks him near : 
His Lightnings flaſh, his Thunders roll, 
He's welcome to the faithful Soul, 


— — 4 ray 


r 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, | 
' , Welcome to the faithful Soul. 


From Heav'n angelic Voices ſound,” 
See the Almighty Jeſus crown'd !. 
Girt with Omnipotence and Grace, 
And Glory decks the Sawiser' v Face, 
Glory, Glory, Cone Glory, 


Slory decks the Saviour 8 Vice: 


Deſcending on his azure Throne, 
He claims the Kingdoms for his own: 
The Kingdoms all obey his Word, 
And hail Him their triumphant Loxp: | 
Hail Him, hail Him, hail Him, hail Him, 
| Hail Him, cheir triumphant = is | 
Shout all the People of the Sky, 
And all the Saints of the moſt High: 
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Our Gop, who now his Right obtains, 
For ever and for ever reigns : 
Ever, ever, ever, ever, 


Ever, and for ever reigns. 


The Father praiſe, the Son adore, 

The Spirit bleſs for evermore : 

Salvation's glorious Work is done, | 

We welcome Thee, great Three in One! 
We lcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 


Welcome Thee. great Three in One. 


H Y'M N CXXVI. 
TRANGERS and Sojourners below, 
We travel through this Wilderneſs ; 
Seeking the promis'd Reſt to know- 
In Chriſt the Fountain of true Bliſs : 
We ſeek a Place beyond the SKIES, 
An everlaſting Paradiſe. | 


1 J. 
In this Purſuit we ſtand in need 
Of daily freſh Supplies of Dawes; $5 
Our Souls with Manna Chriſt muſt fed: 
While we his leading Footſteps trace: 
$0 ſhall each Pilgrim gladly move 
Onward unto his Home above. 


No earthly Bliſs is worth our Stay, 
Or ſtruggle for another Breath; 

Theſe Comforts vaniſh and decay, 
And yield no ſolid Joy in Death: 

While others vain Delights purſue, 

| We taſte Gop's Love for ever new. 


His Croſs inflicts the deadly Blow, 
And crucifies each rebel Sin; 

Peace, Love, and Joy, hence richly flow, 
And cauſe ſweet Melody within ; 


18 
Dependent on the Gop of Pow'r, 
We glory in a ſuff ring Hour. 


The new Jeruſalem appears, 
Her Citizens reſplendent ſhine, 
For God hath wip'd away her Tears, 
And fill'd them with the Life divine: 
With them we ſhall his Glory ſee, 
And praiſe Him through Eternity. 


HYMN CXXVII. 
E AD of the Church triumphant! 
We joyfully adore Thee ; 
Till Thou appear Thy Members here 
Shall ſing like thoſe in Glory; 
We lift our Hearts and Voices 
With bleſt Anticipation, 
And cry aloud And give to God 
The Praiſe of our Salvation. 
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While in 1 Affliction- 8 33 | 
And paſting through the Fire. 


Thy Love we praiſe, Which tries our Ways, 


And ever brings us nigher. 
We clap our Hands, exulting 
In thine almighty Favour ; | 
The Love divine Which made us P; 
Shall keep us thine for ever. 


Thou doſt condu@t thy People he. 483 if 7 
Through Torrents of Temptation, 1 


Nor will we fear Whilſt Thou art near, 
The Fire of Tribulation. 14 a3 
The World, with Sin and Satan, 
In vain our March oppoles ; . 
By Thee we ſhall Break through them all, 
And ſing the Song of Moyes. | 
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By Faith we ſee the Glory, 
To which Thou ſhalt reſtore us; 
The World deſpiſe For that high Prize, 
Which Thou haſt ſet before us. 
And if Thou count us worthy, | 
We each, as dying Stephen, 4 
Shall ſee Thee ſtand At Gow's right Hand, 
To take us up to Heaven. 


| MY MN CXXVILL. 
Hes ſhall I ſpeak my Saviour's Worth, 
Or tell the Love he bears to me ! 
Shall I begin to ſing his Birth, 
' And follow him to Calvary? 


Yes, this I'll tell my Brethren 1 
And call them to receive his e : 
For now his Righteouſneſs is near, 


And free for all the fallen . 


His tender Arms are open ſtill, 
Returning Sinners to receive; 
Steady his Mind, and fixt his Will, 
To ſave whoever ſhall believe. 


Ye Pris'ners, to the Refuge fly, 
His Wourftls a Covert from the Storm; 
Why ſhould you languiſh here and die, 
When ſav'd you may be from all Harm ? 


He waits with Pardon in his Hand, 
And longs that you the fame might ſhare 
Come, Sinners, at his mild Command; 
His Name forbids your Hearts to fear. 


H Y M N CXXIX. 
JESUS, everlaſting Goo, 


* 2 


Upon Mount Calvary; 2 


Who once for Sinners ſhed thy Blood . 
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And finiſh'd there Redemption's Toit, 


And made loſt Man thy happy Spoll : 
All Glory be to Thee. 

Fain would I think upon thy Pain, 

And find therein my Life and Gain, 

And fix my Heart and Mind 

Upon thy Wounds and dying Love; 

Nor from that Point my Heart remove, 
But all my Heav'n there find. 


Content and glad I'll ever be 
To have Salvation, Lord, from Thee, 


Ev'n as a 3 poor: 


I nothing have, I nothing am; 


My Treaſure's in the bleeding Lamb, 
Both now-and evermore. 


The more, through Grace, myſelf J know 
The more content I am to bow, 


| L 163 1 
And fink beneath thy Croſs:  _ 
And live by Faith upon thy Blood, 
Waiting on Thee for ev'ry Good, 
And count my Gain but Loſs, 


HYMN CXXX. 

H! that my Heart, this very Hour, 

Might be enamour'd with thy Love ; 
That heav'nly Sweetnels, Joy, and Pow'r, 

I beg, dear Lord, this Day to prove: 
O ſend it, that I may abide 
Faithful, and walk cloſe by thy Side. 
Send Love into my ſinful Heart, 

That I my Pardon clear may feel : 
May feel the Life-Spring from thy Smart, 

Sin's deadly Wounds to cure and heal; 
Hear, 7efus, hear my feeble Cry, 


I fainting at thy Footſtool he. 
5 
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HYMN CXXXI. 

E weary Wanderers draw near, 
That know no ſolid Peace or Reſt; 
Lay by each Doubt and anxious Fear, 

And lean upon your Saviour's Breaſt: 
All's ſtolen Fruit that can be found 
To chear the Soul on Nature's Ground. 


Come, for the Goſpel bids you come, 
Jeſus for Sinners bled and dy'd ; 

The ſacred Word reports there's Room, 
The Lamb he woos you tor his Bride: 

Your Souls ſhall find a Reſting-Place 


In Arms of everlaſting Grace, 


The Day of ſmall Things don't deſpiſe ; 
By Poverty increaſe your Store; 


The happy Soul that's truly wile, 
Does richer grow by growing poor: 
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To melt in Love, to fank in Shame, 
This be my With, be that my Flame. 


a — — - 


— 
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APTAIN of thine enliſted Hoſt, 
Diſplay thy glorious Banner high ; 


Give me a ſympathizing Soul 
To bear thy Suff rings on my Heart, ö 
Thy Pain and agonizing Toil; | 
Nor let me from this Vikon part : | 
Then ſhall I heartily reqoice, F 
And raiſe to Thee my grateful Voice. | 
HY MN OCXXXIL | 


The Summons ſend from Coaſt to Coaſt, 
And call a num'rous Army nigh, 


A ſolemn Jubilee proclaim, | 

Proclaim the great Sabbatic Day; 
Aſſert the Glories of thy Name 

Spoil Satan of his _ for Prey. 

| W ] 
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Bid, bid thy Heralds publiſh loud 
The peaceful Bleſſings of thy Reign : 
And when they ſpeak of ſprinkling Blood, 
The Myſtry to the Heart explain. 


Lonxp ſhed thy Light, make plain the Way, 
That leads to Son's lofty Tow'r; | 
Pierc'd by thy Beams let Night be Day; 
So ſhall we ſee and praiſe thy Power. 


HYMN CxxxXIII. 
HOU Lamb of God once ſlain, 


Think now upon thy Pain, 
And before the Mercy-Seat 


Let thy Merits intercede, 
Plead for us thy bloody Sweat, 


Pour down Bleſſings on our Head. 


Our Souls, with inmoſt Shame, 
Addreſs thy holy Name, 


E 1 
Here to find Thee inly near, 8 

Preſent to each waiting Soul! 
Ev'ry drooping Sinner chear, 


Breathe thy Spirit through the Whole. 


We Sinners humbly crave 
Thy Preſence here to have, 
In this Place to find Thee true 
To thy Promiſes of Grace; 
Still to own the gather'd Few, 
Giving them thy Life and Peace. 


Each Hind' rance, Lox, remove, 
By pouring in thy Love; 
Let thoſe bleeding Wounds of thine 
Sparkling to our Hearts appear; 
With peculiar Luſtre ſhine, 


Gladden ev ry Sinner here, 
N 3 
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From thy majeſtic Throne 
In Mercy, Loxp, look down; 
View the Souls a-thirſt for Thee, 
Take them to thy kind Embrace ; 
Each adores, with bended Knee, 
All the Glories of thy Grace. 


No more we want below 

Than Thee, our Gov, to know; 
Thee to love with keen Defire, 

Soften'd through th' atoning Blood; 
Fill'd with the angelic Fire, 

Fill d with all the Life of God. 


HEN CXXXIy., For the Sacrament. 


au FUL Bridegroom, holy Lamb, 
By thy Church beloved; 
Manifeſt hy. {weeteſt Name, 


To each Heart approved, 


B 

Crown this Ordinance of thine 

With a ſolemn Bleſſing; 

Let our Feaſt be all divine, 
Each thyſelf poſſeſſing. 


Cauſe that bleeding Sacrifice, 
Once for Sinners given, 

To appear before our Eyes, 
Earneſt of our Heaven. 


We partake the Bread and Wine, 
Seals of our Profeſſion; 

Of the inward Grace the Sign, 
Symbols of thy Paſſion. 


We commemorate thy Death, 
While we are receiving, 
Feeding in our Hearts by Faith, 
With unfeign'd Thankſgiving. 
wt, 
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HY MN CXXXV. For the Sacrament. 
LAS! and did my Saviour bleed ? 
And did my Sov'reign die? 
Would He devote that ſacred H ead 
For ſuch a Worm as I ? 


Was it for Crimes that I had done 
He groan'd upon the Tree ? 

Amazing Pity ! Grace unknown! 
And Love beyond Degree. 


Well might the Sun in Darkneſs hide, 
And ſhut his Glories in, 

When God the mighty Maker dy'd 
For Man his Creature's Sin. 


Thus might I hide my bluſhing F ace, 
While thy dear Croſs appears ; 
Diſſolve my Heart in Thankfulneſs, 


And melt my Eyes to Tears. 


I 

But Drops of Grief can ne'er repay 
That Debt of Love I owe; 

Here, Lord, I give myſelf away, 
"Tis all that I can do. 


HY M N CXXXVI. For the Sacrament. 


I'VE me, my Lamb, a ſafe Retreat 
To ſit before thy pierced Feet, 
There taſting thy ſweet Love, 
I'll kiſs and waſh them with my Tears, 
And bid adieu to all my Fears, 
And ſing like Saints above. 


Thy bloody Perſon on the Tree 
Ever affords Delight to me: 

Here let me view my Gop, 
And from his Wounds derive my Bliſs, 
And prove how ſweet my Fefus is, 


And feel his cleaning? Blood. 


1 
It's Power doth rend the Marble Heart, 
Doth cauſe the Rocks to quake, and part, 
The Veil away to paſs: 
No more the outward Court we tread, 
But boldly, through the Lamb our Head, 
Enter the holy Place. 


Ou Gop, through Faith's perſpective Glaſs, 
We now behold in Jeſu's Face, 

And find our Pardon ſeal'd, 
By the Lamb's Spirit, who, through Blood, 
Has brought us to enjoy our Go, 


Jeſus within reveal d. 


Thanks then to Thee for what I know 
Of this great Myſtery below; 
Salvation comes by Blood, 
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fince I'm thy Spoil, thy Name I Il praiſe; 
Ill ſpeak the Glones of thy Grace, 
And ſound thy Fame abroad. 


HYMN CXXXVII——For the Sacrament. 


NCOURAG'D by the Word of Grace, 
We meet Thee at thy Table, Loxp, 
Unveil thy lovely ſmiling Face, 

And one reviving Look afford : 


To us the Bread of Life be giv'n, 
The Bread which cometh down from Heav'n. 


We are unworthy, we confeſs, 

One Crumb of Children's Bread to taſte ; 
But cloathed in thy Righteouſneſs, 

We humbly venture to the Feaſt: 
Amidſt thy Saints, dear Lord, appear, 
And manifeſt thy Preſence here. 
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With heav'nly Food our Souls refreſh, 
To us be known in breaking Bread: 
Taſting the Symbol of thy Fleſh, 
May we on purchasd Mercy feed: 
Remind us how thy precious Blood 
Was ſhed, to ſeal our Peace with Gop. 


While we behold thy Pain and Smart, 
Thy ghaſtly Wounds for us receiv'd; 

Let humble Praiſes fill each Heart, 
And ev'ry Suppliant be reliev'd : 

Let Love through ev'ry Veſſel flow, 

And cauſe our inmoſt Souls to glow. 


HYMN CXXXVIII. 
STAND before the Lamb 
Upon the holy Mount, 
Where once he bore-my Shame, 


And dy'd on my Account : 


For the Sacrament. 


Al 
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Upon his Wounds intent J gaze, 
And raviſh'd fink in deep Amaze. 


Thoſe Clefts in Hands and Feet, 
The Signals of his Love, 
Moſt tenderly J greet, 
As do the Saints above: 
The Rock, from whence the Fountain came, 
Still follows with its glad ning Stream. 


I feel a warm Deſire 
To tabernacle here, 
Till my whole Heart's on fire 
Towards my Jeſus dear: 
My Faith preſents Him to my View 
Upon the Croſs in bloody Hue, 


ee * 
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My Follies I bewail, 
The Hardneſs of my Heart, 
Which drove each pointed N ail, 
And gave his Body Smart : 
Although his Murderer I've been, 
I'm ranſom'd through the bloody Scene. 


_ *Tis here I Freedom prove: 
And End of all Complaint; | B 
The Cordials of thy Love | 
Refreſh me when I'm faint: _ | 4 
Thy Fleſh and Blood my Dainties are, 
The Bleſſings of thy Crols 1 hare. 


O ſelf. debaſing © WE 

I so0o think upon his Love; 

That one ſo vile and baſe 
Such Happineſs ſhould prove : 
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At bla, with Thankfulneſs, I taſte 
The Banquets of his Marriage-Feaſt. 


HY M N CXXXIX for the Sacrament. 


OT all the Blood of Beaſts 
On 7ewſh Altars ſlain, 

Could give the guilty Conſcience Peace, 
Or waſh away the Stain, | 


But Chriſt, the heav'nly Lamb, 


Takes all our Sins away : 


A Sacrifice of nobler Name, 
And richer Blood than they. 


My Faith would lay its Hand 
On that dear Head of thine : 

While like a Penitent I ſtand, 
And there confeſs my Sin. 


* 


1 
My Soul looks back to ſee 
The Burden Thou didſt bear, 
When hanging on th' accurſed Tree; 
And hopes her Guilt was there. 
Believing, we rejoice 
To ſee the Curſe remove; 
We bleſs the Lamb with chearful Voice, 
And ſing his bleeding Love. 


NN CXE. For the Sacrament. 
OME Sinners to the Goſpel Feaſt, 
Jeſus invites you for his Guelt ; 


O taſte the Goodneſs of your Goo, 
And eat his Fleſh and drink his Blood. 


See Him ſet forth before your Eyes, 
Behold the bleeding Sacrifice ! | 
His offer'd Love make haſte, embrace, 


And freely now be ſav d by Grace. 
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Ye, who believe his Record true, 
Shall ſup with Him, and He with you, 
Come to the Feaſt, be ſav'd from Sin; 
For Fefus waits to take you in. 


This is the Time, no more Delay: 
This is the glorious Goſpel-Day. 
Come in this Moment at his Call, 
And live to Him who dy'd for all. 


HY M N CXLI. For the Sacrament, 
ITY a helpleſs Sinner, Lozp, 
Who would believe thy gractous Word ; 


But own my Heart, with Shame and Grief, 
A Sink of Sin and Unbetef. 


Loxp, in thy Houſe I read there's Room: 
And vent” = hard behold I come. 
But can there, tell me, can there be, 


Amongſt thy Children, Room for me? 
O 
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I eat the Bread and drink the Wine: 
But oh! my Soul wants more than Sign. 
I faint; unleſs I feed on Thee, | 
And drink thy Blood as. ſhed for me. 


For Sinners, Lord, Thou cam'ſt to bleed: 
And I'm a Sinner vile indeed! 

Lob, I believe thy Grace is free: 

O, magnify it now in me. 


HYM N CXLII. Por the Sacrament. 
OME, thou Spirit of Contrition, 
Fill our Souls with tender Fears, 
Conſcious of our loſt Condition, 
Melt us into gracious Tears ; 
Juſt and holy Deteſtation 
Of our Boſom Sins 1mpart, 
Sins that caus d our Saviour's Paſſion, 


Sins that {tabb'd him to the Heart. 


WP 
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Fill our Fleſh with killing Anguiſh, 
All our Members crucity, | 
Let th* offending Nature languiſn 
Till on Jeſu's Croſs it die; 
All our Sins to Death deliver, 
Let not one, not one ſurvive; 
Then we live to Gop for ever, 
Then in Heaven on Earth we live. 


HY M N. CXLIII. Por the Sacrament. 


EARTS of Stone, relent, relent, 
Break by Jeſu's Croſs ſubdu'd, 


See his Body mangled, rent, 
Cover'd with a Gore of Blood! 
Sinful Soul, what haſt Thou done? 


Murder'd Gon s eternal Son! 
O 2 
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Ves, our Sins have done the Deed, 
Drove the Nails that fix Him here, 

Crown'd with Thorns his ſacred Head, 
Pierc'd Him with a Soldier's Spear, 

Made his Soul a Sacrifice; 

For a ſinful World he dies. 


Shall I let Him die in vain ? 
Still to Death purſue my Gop ? 
Open tear his Wounds again, 
Trample on his precious Blood! 2 
No; with all my Sins III part: 
Feſu s Love hath broke my Heart. 


HYMN CXLIV.— or the Sacrament 
ESUS, Maſter of the Feaſt, | 
The Feaſt itſelf Thou art, 
Now receive the meaneſt Gueſt, 
And comfort every Heart ; 


1881 


Give us Living Bread to eat, 

Manna that from Heaven cotnes down, 
Fill us with immortal Meat, 

And make thy Nature known. 


In this barren Wilderneſs 
Thou haſt a Table ſpread, 
| Furniſh'd out with richeſt Grace, 
Whate'er our Souls can need ; 
Still ſuſtain us by thy Love, 
Still thy Servant's Strength repair, 
Till we reach the Courts above, 
And feaſt for ever there. 


HYMN CXLV.——-hor the Sacrament. 

HAT doleful Night before his Death, 
The Lamb for Sinners ſlam 

Did almoſt with his lateſt Breath 


This ſolemn Feaſt ordain. 
| 03 
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To keep thy Feaſt, Loxp, are we met; 
And to remember Thee. 

Help each poor Trembler to repeat, 
For me, he died, for me. 


Cl 


Thy Suff rings, Lok p, each ſacred Sign 
To our Remembrance brings : 

We eat the Bread and drink the Wine; : 
But think on nobler Things. 

O, tune our Tongues, and ſet in Frame 
Each Heart that pants to Thee, 

' © ſing, © Holanna to the Lamb, 

„The Lamb that died for me.” 


HYMN CXLVI. Tor the Sacrament. 
LORY be to Gop on high, 
Gop, whole Glory fills the Sky: 
Peace on Earth to Man forgiv'n, 


Man the well-belov'd of Heav'n. 


[ 2056 ] 


Chriſt our Loxp and Gop we own, 
Chriſt, the Father's only Son, 
Lamb of Gop for Sinners ſlain ; 
Saviour of offending Man. 


Bow thine Ear, in Mercy bow : 

Hear, the World's Atonement Thou, 
7eju! in thy Name we pray, 

Take, O take our Sins away. 


Pow'rful Advocate with Gop, 

Juſtify us by thy Blood, 

Bow thine Ear, in Mercy bow: 

Hear, the World's Atonement Thou! 


H Y M N. CXLVII. After Ws 
FATHER of Heaven! be ever adord : 
Thy Mercy we find in ſending our Loxp 

To ranſom and bleſs us; thy Goodneſs we praiſe, 

For ſending, in Jeſus, Salvation by Grace. 

| O 4 
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O Son of his Love! who deignedſt to die, 
Our Curſe to remove, our Pardon to buy ; 
Accept our Thankſgiving, Almighty to ſave, 
Who openeſt Heaven to all that believe. 


O Spirit of Love, of Health, and of Pow'r! 

Thy Working we prove, thy Grace we adore ; 
Whoſe inward revealing applies our Lox v's Blood, 
Atteſting and ſealing us Children of Gop. 


HYM N CXLVIII. | 

Y Lord, I'm filld with Wonder 

To find Thee ſtill ſo kind, 
When I intenſely ponder 

The Coldneſs of my Mind ; 
My numberleſs Omiſſions, 

My Negligence in Pray'r, 
My manifold Commiſſions, 

And Wand'rings here and there. 


” ”r 
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So many vile Affections 
Surviving vex my Heart; 

How ſtrong are theſe Corruptions, 
Which, warring, give me Smart, 

The World, the Fleſh, the Devil, 
Strive to uſurp the Sway ; 

Still tempting me to Evil, 
To lead my Soul aſtray, 


Inſtead of loud Thankſgiving, 
Wherein I ſhould abound ; 

I'm ſubject to Complaining, 
When Trials me ſurround : 

My Want of Refignation 
Diſorders me within; 

Gives Birth unto Temptation, 
To Unbehef and Sin. 
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But ſoon I am aſhamed 
Such Thoughts to entertain; 
Why ſhould my Loxp be blamed, 
When in the Fault I am? 
"Ts thine to be forgiving 
The penitental Race, 
And mine to be receiving 
The Bounties of thy Grace. 


HYM N CXLIX. 


O JESU, my Gop, Come make thine Abode 
Within my poor Heart : 


O Jeſu, come quickly, a Saviour Thou art. 


Salvation I need, I want to be freed 
From all my Diſtreſs, 
And feel in my Heart the rich Bleſſings of Peace. 
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I thirſt to be thine, To feel Thee within 
Diffuſing abroad 
Thy Love, that my Heart may aſcend unto Gov. 


This, Loxp, Thou canſt do, And e me to know 
My Sins are forgiv'n, 
My Treaſure laid up in the Kingdom of Heaven. 


Take me as I am, Thy Property claim; 
My Nature refine, 
And form my Affections and Tempers divine. 


No more would I breathe, For Objects beneath; 
But live to thy Praiſe, | 
Advancing in Knowledge, and growing in Grace. 


EN CE. 
A Thouſand Foes prepare to war 
Againſt a feeble Saint; 


Jeſus, in my Behalf appear, 
And chear me leſt I faint : 


1 0 J 
Give me a Heart divorc'd from Sin, 
Shut up from worldly Care; 
Conſtant, ſincere, and fervent in 
The Exerciſe of Pray'r: 


Watchful in ev'ry Work and Word, 
Ready to ſpeak thy Praiſe; 

Arm'd with thy Spirit's two-edg'd Sword, 
And cloath'd with ev'ry Grace : 


Fill'd with a Godly filial Fear, 

A conſtant jealous Care; 

Leſt I from the right Path ſhould err, 
Or fall into a Snare: 


To ev'ry earthly Object dead, 
Alive to Things above; 

Conform'd unto my living Head, 
And fill'd with ardent Love. 


11 
Let anxious Fears no more moleſt 
My poor and helpleſs Mind; 
Thy Croſs ſlay all within my Breaſt 
That is not meek and kind. 


Aſſume me in thy Dwelling- Place, 
Regard my low Degree 

Subdue me wholly by thy Grace, 
And make the ſame now free. 


HYMN CLI. 
OW bleſt are they whoſe Feet have found 
The Way unto Immanuel's Ground ; 
And ſtedfaſt walk the bliſsful Road 
Far from the Paths by Sinners trod. 


There weary Spirits ſweetly reſt, 
Contentedly on 7efu's Breaſt ; _ 
They ſo much of his Mercy prove, 
As wins there grateful Souls to love. 


Lea 


In Peace their Hearts enjoy the Lanb, 


Who once was wrapt in human Frame; J 
They view in that dear marred Face, 

The Object of eternal Praiſe. N 414 1 
His Spirit ſhews their Sins forgiv'n, | 


And ſeals them for the Heirs of Heav'n ; 
And gives them Patience here to wait, 
Till Fefus them to Bliſs tranſlate. | 


He arms them for the evil Day; | 
And while in Heart with Him they ſtay, 
He girds them with his mighty Pow'r, 5 | 
And brings them through the trying Hour. 


Then reſt, my Soul, upon thy LoR D, 
Evn Fefus Chriſt, the living Word, 
And then thy Joy ſhall ne er decay, 
Till it break out in endlels Day. 
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HYMN CLII. 
E Servants of Gop, Your Maſter proclaim, 
And publiſh abroad His wonderful Name ; 
The Name all victorious Of 7Fefus extol; 
His Kingdom is glorious, And rules over all. 


Cop ruleth on high, Almighty to ſave; 

And {till he is nigh, His Preſence we have: 

The great Congregation His Triumph ſhall fing, 
Aſcribing Salvation To Jeſus our King. 


Salvation to Gop, Who fits on the Throne; 
Let all cry aloud, And honour the Son: 
Our 7efus's Praiſes The Angels proclaim, 


Fall down on their Faces, And worſhip the Lamb. 


Then let ns adore And give Him his Right, 
All Glory and Pow'r, And Wiſdom and Might ; 
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All Honour and Bleſſing, With Angels above, 
And Thanks never ceaſing, And infinite Love. 


HYM N CLUI. 
HE Saviour's Love once truly known, 
The Man of Sin and Self pulls down; 
Humbles the Sinner at his Feet, 


And makes his Wounds and Paſſion ſweet. 


Bow'd down in Shame, we gladly own, 


The Work to be the LoRp's alone; 


To Him our very All we owe, ; 
What of ourſelves or Gop we know. 


Our Works no longer then we praiſe, 
Nothing extol but 7eſu's Grace; 

Free and unmerited we prove 

The boundleſs Height and Depth of Love. 
While thus we learn the needful Part, 

Shame fills, Love warms the grateful Heart; - 


*. Fwd ” A .9R9l Y 


£ L 31s } 
While on his ſuff ring Form we muſe, 
Our Cares'and very Thoughts we loſe, 


We ſtand amaz'd, and wonder why 
The Saviour could for Sinners die; 

We bluſh to ſee him in his Blood, 
Yet here we look, and drop our Load. 


All Bleſſings from the Croſs proceed; 
Thither we look in all we need; 

And Chriſt the heav nly Object find, 
Enough to captivate Mankind. 


Then, O my Soul, how canſt thou be 
So cold to Him, who dy'd for thee! 
How canſt thou chuſe but love his Name, 


And glow with holy fervent Flame 
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HYMN CLIV. 


1 Grieve, nor can my Grief e'er ceaſe, 
Till I my Saviour truly love; 

Till he with Blood ſigns my Releaſe, 
And ſweetly draws my Thoughts above! 

For this I languiſh, mourn, and pine 


To prove the dear Redeemer mine. 


But oh! how backward is my Mind, 
How widely my Affections rove ; - 
Yet no true Peace on Earth I find, 
No Trace of Bliſs where'er I move; 
Objects of Senſe can ne'er impart 
Felicity unto my Heart. 
No: Nothing now can ſatisfy, 
Or true Contentment * afford, 
Till I by Faith can humbly cry, 
Jeſus is now become my Loup: 


— 217 ] 
Jeſus, the Man of deepeſt Grief, 
Alone can ſend me kind Relief. 


On Him my All I fain would ſtay, 
And ſweetly on his Boſom reſt; 
Till all my Griefs ſhall die away, 
And Love ſhall ſparkle in my Breaſt ; 
When ſhall it be, my deareſt Lamb, 
That I ſhall feel this holy Flame? 


Thy Saints can triumph in thy Bliſs, 
And all thy wond'rous Works declare ; 
Oh! how I long to feel their Peace, 
And all their Banquetings to ſhare: 
Come quickly to my longing Heart, 
And all thy Heav'n of Love impart. 
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H YM N CLV. 2 
S * Loy, how faithleſs is my Heart, 
Ho very apt from Thee to wy” 
Juſt like a broken Bow I ſtart, 
And Nature ſtrives to bear the Sway: 
Was ever one ſo vile, yet bleſs d; 


So foul, yet by the Loxp careſs d! 


Forbid, my Lox, each vain Deſire, 
And bind my Paſſions to thy Croſs : 
Quench all her Sparks of Nature's Fire, 
And bid me count my Gain but Loſs; 3 
Lorp Jeſus, tear each Idol dow, 
And ſtabliſn in my Heart thy Throne. 


Grace, Grace ſhall wipe away my Tears, 
And ſpeak the Tempeſt to a Calm; 

Shall warm my Heart, and charm my F cars, 
And prove a never- failing Balm: 


1 Sts } 


The Maladies of Sin remove. 
And fill my Soul with perfect Love. 


Henceforth I'd ſerve Thee, if Thow'lt pleaſe 1 
To gird me with a heav'nly Pow'r ; | 

I'd fing the Glones of thy Graze, 
Till all my Pilgrimage be o'er : 

With hallow'd Fire inſpire my Tongue, 

And Love ſhall be my endleſs Song. 


HYMN CLVI. 
1 DEN with Guilt, Sinners, ariſe, 
And view your bleeding Sacrifice; 
Each purple Drop proclaims there's Room, 
And bids the Poor and Needy come. 


Beneath your Crimes the Victim ſtood, 
Sign d your Acquittances in Blood; 
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Herein God's Juſtice is appeas d; 
Sinners look up and be releas d. 


Mercy, Truth, Peace, and Righteouſneſs, 
Beam from the Reconciler's Face; 
Here look till Love diſſolve your Heart, 
And bid your {laviſh Fears depart. 


Oh! quit the World's deluſive Charms, 
And quickly fly to Fefu's Arms : 
Wreſtle until your Gop is known, 

Till you can call the Loxp your own. 


HYMN CLVII. br Good-Friday. 
Ns finiſh'd,” the Redeemer aid, 
And meekly bow'd his dying Head; N 
DO O wondrous loving Pain: 
Come Sinners, and mark well the Word; 
There view the Conqueſts of our Lok, 
Complete for helpleſs Man. 
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Finſh'd the Righteouſneſs of Grace. 
Finſh'd the Pain that bought our Peace; e 
The Sinner's Debt is paid: 
Accuſing Law cancell'd by Blood, 
And Wrath of an offended God 
In ſweet Oblivion laid. 


Who now ſhall urge a ſecond Claim ? 
The Law no longer can condemn, 
Faith a Releaſe can ſhew : | 
Juſtice itſelf a Friend appears, 
The Priſon-Houſe a Whiſper. hears, 
% Looſe him, and let him go. 


O Unbelief, injurious Bar! 
Source of tormenting fruitleſs Fear, 


Why doſt thou yet reply ? 


[ 2292 J 
Where'er thy loud Objections fall, 
66 "Tis finiſh'd,” ſtill may anſwer all, 
And ſilence ev ry GF. 


HY MN CLVIIL——For Good-Friday. 
E that paſs by, behold the Man! 
The Man of Griefs condemn'd for you! 
The Lamb of God for Sinners ſain I 
Weeping to Calvary purſue. 


See how his Back the Scourges tear, | 
While to the bloody Pillar bound! 

The Ploughers make long Furrows there, 
Till all his Body is one Wound. 


His ſacred Limbs they ſtretch, they tear, 5 
With Nails they faſten to the Wood 5 

His ſacred Limbs—expos'd and bare, 
Or only cover'd with his Blood! 
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See there! his Temples crown'd with Thorn! 
His bleeding Hands extended wide 

His ſtreaming Feet transfix d and torn 

The Fountain guſhing from his Side! 


Where is che King of Glory now? 
The everlaſting Son of Gop ? 

Th Immortal hangs his lariguid Brow, 
Th Almighty faints beneath his Load! 


Beneath our Load of Sins, He dies ! 
We fill'd his Soul with Pangs unknown, 
We caus'd thoſe mortal Groans, and Cries, 
We kill'd the Father's only Son. 


HY MN CLIX e- Rates bo. 


\ \ F ELCOME bleſt Day of ſweet Repoſe, 
Whereon the Son of Gop aroſe, _ 
And chac'd away our Fear; 


19 1 
The Day that Gop hath ſet apart, 
To gladen every troubled Heart : 
And dry up every Tear. 


Welcome bleſt Day of ſolemn Joy. 

And Pleaſure that can never cloy, 
Eternal Life begun : 

Let all in Earth and Heav'n —_ 

The Glories of their riſen Lox ; 
The Wonders He hath done ! 


Welcome thou Birth-Day of our Hope, 
That we ſhall ſtand upon the Top 
Of Son's ſacred Hill: Sl 
With all the raptur'd Hoſt above, 

See, the dear Object of our Love; 

And do his perfect Will. 


This is the Day the Lon p hath made, 
Rejoice and be exceeding glad, 
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Ye dear peculiar Race; noch hank 
Exalt Him with a Heart fncere;". A yr 044 OE 
His boundleſs Power and Sway revere, 

And triumph in his Grace. - 94 457 


Your every Action, Word, and Thought, 
Your Life, your All, to Him devote, 22 
Who bought you with his Blood; N 
Let him your great Exemplar be, 414 
And loudly ſhout, tis He!—'tis Hel— 
| Redeem'd us unto Gop ! eie nage 


HYMN CLX. bor Egle. Do. 
EE Fefus, our Deliv'rer great, * 16 
Riſing, his Vict'ry to complete: 322 

In vain's the Seal and Stone! BAM 
O Grave, where is thy Victory: 2 ih | 
Here, here, th 1 Conqu ror f ſee; ; £3 © 
Riſing, he 4 the Tomb, 1 


L 226 ] 
A while he with his Fav'rites ſtay d, 
Strength to their feeble Faith convey d, 
Then mounts the ftarry Sky:  .. 
The Heav'ns with Acclamations ring, 


To welcome their victorious King, 
And ſhout his Victory. | 


Mindful of all thy Favours, now 
In Gratitude we proſtrate bow © 


Before thy loving Face : 
Give all, aſſembled in this Hour, 


To feel thy ReſurreRions Pow'r, 
And fing redeeming Grace. able 


Clearly to every Heart ag, 


Thy ſacred bloody Wounds this 7 . 


Each drooping Heart W 217 


L 227 ] 
Refreſh'd, we'll then unwearied go 
Along this Wilderneſs below, , ent 

And ſpread thy righteous Fam. 


Jeſas, when will the Hour r, 
That we thy pow'rful Call ſhall hear, 
And round thy Throne attend ? eig D 
When ſhall we ſee Thee Face to Face, Wc 
And join above to ſing thy Praiſe, FO Ee: oi 
Eternity to ſpend ? * 


ESUS our trium Head, Halden 
Ris'n victorious from the Dead, | 
To the Realms of Glory 's gone, gn 


8521 
To aſcend his rightful Throne. nr 


Cherubs on the Conqu'ror gaze. Hos 
Seraphs glow with brighter Blaze. 
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[ 228 ] 
Each bright Order of the Sky 
Hail Him, as he paſſes by. | 
1 4 V1 : + # 


Saints the glorious Triumph meet; Eo 
See their En'mies at his Feet. 
By his Scars his Tolls are view'd, 
And his Garments roll'd in Blood. 


Heav'n its King congratulates: 
Opens wide her golden Gates. 
Angels Songs of Vict'ry ling ; 
All the bliſsful Regions ring. 


Brethren, join the heav'nly Pow! rs: 


Since Redemption all is ours. 
None but pardon'd Sinners prove 


TH Height and Depth of 7e efu s Love. 


Hail, thou dear, thou worthy Loxp ; ; 
Holy Lamb, incarnate Word? $ 15/5 


» 


L 229 F” 
Hail, hen ſuff ring Son of Gov! ABG. 
Take the Trophies of thy Blood. 


HYMN CLXIL——Pr Afcenfin-De. 


R Your Le the Lox is King! 
Your Lord and King adore, 
Mortals, give Thanks, and ſing, 
And triumph evermore : 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 
Rejoice, again, I ay, Rejoice. 7 
Jeſus the Saviour reigns, 
The Gop of Truth and Love, 
When He had purg'd our Stains, 
He took his Seat above: 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 
Rejoice, again, I ay, Rejoice. 
His Kingdom cannot fail, 
He rules o er Earth and Heaven, 
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L 230 J 
The Keys of Death and Hell 
Are to our Fefus given: 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 
Rejoice, again, I ſay, Rejoice. 


He all his Foes ſhall quell, 
Shall all our Sins deſtroy, 
And every Boſom ſwell 
With pure Seraphic Joy; 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 
Rejoice, again, I ſay, Rejoice, 


Rejoice in Glorious Hope, 
Jeſus the judge ſhall come; 
To take his Servants up 
To their Eternal Home: 
We ſoon ſhall hear th' Archangel's Voice, 
The Trump of Gop ſhall found, Rejoice. 


* 
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C is the Iau 8 1 EE 
Now deſcends the Comforter ; MT. 4 
Brings his Sayings to our Mind: Fes 919. 
Heavenly Teacher of Mankind! 


Come, Divine and peaceful Gueſt, A WEBS 
Enter now our waiting Breaſt ; Cy” 
Holy Ghoſt, each Meant inſpire, We HW 64* 
Kindle there the Goſpel- Fire. _—_ 
Crown the agonizing Strife 101 % bl... 
Principle, and Lox of Life; 45 | 


Life Divine in us renew, ee A 13 4 
Thou the Gift and Giver too! 9 
Now dete and ſhake the Earth, 


Wake us into Second Birth; _ 
Now thy quick ning Influence give, 


Breathe ; and thele dry Bones ſhall live 1 
| 2 | 


f. 232 J | 
Brood Thou o'er our Nature's Night, TIT. 71 
Darkneſs kindles into Eight; © 
Spread thine overſhadowing Wings, laß vec 
Order from Confuſion ſprings. 0 OT dee 26 


Pain and Sin, and Sorrow ceaſe, . 
Thee we taſte and all is De 5 guivil 
Joy Divine in Thee we prove. 
Light of Truth and Fire of Love. 8 0. 


HYMN CLXIV. For Whit finda. 
RE JOICE, rejoice ye Fallen Race, 3 
The Day of Pentecoſt is come! 
Expect the ſure elend e 
3 your Hearts to make Him Room. 


Our Jeſus is gone up on high, 
For us the Bleſſing to receive; 

It now comes ſtreaming from the Sky, 
The Spirit comes and Sinners live. 


1 1233 1 

Aſſembled here with one Accord. 
Calmly we wait the Promis d =” E 
The Purchaſe of our dying Lonn 
Come, Holy Ghoſt, and fill this Place! 


Behold to Thee our Souls aſpire, 
And languiſn thy Deſcent t to meet; 
Kindle in each thy living Fire, _ 7 1 
And fix in every Heart thy Seat. D 1250 | 


Wiſdom and Strength to Thee N PRO 
Sweetly within our Boſoms move, WER. 

Now let us ſpeak with Other Tongues 
The New Strange Language, of thy Loye. 


HYM N CLXV. 
Lorp, how great's the Favour! 
That we, ſuch Sinners poor, 
Can, through thy Death's ſweet Savour, 
Approach thy Mercy's Door, 


O 2 


[ 494 I ; _ 
And find an open Paſſage - ti Pale 
Unto the Throne of Qiice: S112 12 99 vic! 
There wait the welcome Meſſage 
Which bids us go in Peace. 


Lox, we are helpleſs en 2 
Full of the deepeſt Need, | 


Throughout defil 4 by Nature, 
Stupid, and inly dead; 3 
Our Strength is perfect Welsch, e ee 
And all we —. +65 pore ues 
Our Hearts are all Uncleatitidfs, | ee waar 
A Den of Thieves W >, earn 


In this forlorn Condition, | "azo Tk £ 
Who ſhall afford us Aid | 
Where ſhall we find Compaſtion, _ 
But in the Church's Head? 


ö L 235 
Jeſus, Thou art all Pity, l 
Oh take us to thine Arms, . 
And exerciſe thy Mercy, 
To ſave us from all Harms. 


We'll never ceaſe repeating 
Our numberleſs Complaints ; b - 16 

But ever be intreating; 44 
The glorious King of Sains:, . 


Till we attain the Image 
Of Him we inly love, 
And pay our grateful E 
With all the Saints above. 


Then we, with all in Glory, 
I thankfully relate 
amazing, A Story | 
Of Fefu's Love fo _ . 

. wa 


2k 
In this bleſt Contemplation 7 © 
We ſhall for ever dW el,, 


And prove ſuch Conſolation 
As none below can tell. 


HH YM NAU. > or 7 
OTHING in this World 1 want, Mt 11 
No Treaſure here Pe uebi od you 
Only for Thee, Lax p, I pant, 
For Thee alone. I Lecathe : * one ill nis S 
Wipe away my Nature's Sinn 
Thy Image to my Breaſt: reſtore; g 10. 0 N 
Thou alone canſt make me clean, 
And bid me ſin no more. IRE 


| 5 ere rt La iy 
Thou inviteſt me to come _ _. | 

To ſhare thy People's Reſt; 
Poor in Spirit, I preſume © 


To prels unto the Feaſt :. 


0 18 % 44 
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Saving Faith to me impart, - Ds Sn 
And cloath me with thy Righteouſnef Ws 
In the Fountain dip my Heart.. 15 ro 

And ſign my glad Releaſe, 
Fill me with thy perfect Love, 1 g 

And anſwer each Complaint; PAR ni fick a0 32] 
Unbelieving Thoughts remove. 

And baniſh all my Want: hn Tg D404 4 9 
Lon, enable me h UA 

My evry Weight to lay adde; r e 


. - > * 
. 2 L4- LY A 4 * 
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Patiently to run my Race, Et ny 
Till Thou doſt take thy Bride. , 8 1 ; : | | * 
01 I) LA 44/3 464 h 


HY M N CLXxVII. l Fe 

OME, deſcend, O heav'nly Spirit. 
Fan each Spark into a Flame; TD rn ul nn 
Bleſſings let us now inherit: wh D111 ni die 
Bleſſings that we cannot mind“ * 121-71 sI 26:11) 10 
8 i 
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Whilſt Hoſannas we are ſinging, 


Breathe the Air of pureſt Love. 


Let us fail in Grace's Ocean, 
Float on that unbounded Sea; ; 
Guided into pure Devotion, 
Kept from Paths of Error free : 
On thy heav'nly Manna feeding, 
Screen'd from every envious Foe : 
Love, O Love for Sinners ne” 
All for Thee I would forego. 


Keep us, Lean ſtill ! in 13 
Daily nearer drawn to Thee; 

Sinking in the ſweeteſt Union 

Of that Heart-felt Myttery. -. ' 


May our Hearts with Rapture haves: £1264 
Feel freſh Grace in them ſtill ſpringing, 


[ 239, 1 
Keep us ſafe from each Delufiofi, 
Well protected from all Harms; 
Free from Sin and all Confuſion: 
Circle us within tine Arms. 


_HY MN. Er pit : 
RET Saviour, faithful Friend, "hs 
The Joy of all thy Croſs's Train; 

In Mercy to our Aid deſcend, OE +” 
Or elle we worſhip Thee io vain. 


In vain we meet tö fing and pray, 
If Chriſt his Influence withhold * | 
Our Hearts remain as cold 48 Clay, 
Till we our Gop by Faith dei. 
Then let us feel thy healing Bears 
And view thy reconciling Face; r 
Yea, prove thy Preſence in theſe Means N 
To bleſs a vile aid helploſs Race. 


LU 360. IJ 

Here manifeft thyſelf in Peace; "* 
Thy faithful Mercies now make known: 

Oh! breathe on us a Gale of Grace, 
And ſend the chearing Bleſſing down. | 


We gladly for thy Coming wait. 
Seeking to know Thee as Thou art; 33 
We bow as Sinners at thy Feet, 
And bid Thee welcome to our Heart. 


H YM N CLXIX. 
HE one Thing needful, that good part, 
Which Mary choſe with all — Heart, | 
J would purſue 5s. anxious Mind,. 


And ſeek unwearied till I find. 1 Je 
My Mind enlighten with thy Light, 3 
That I may underſtand arihgnt 


The glorious Goſpel Myſtery, - | 5 
Which ſhews the Way: to Heav n and Thee. 


24 Þ 

Hidden in Chriſt the Treaſure lies, 

hat goodly Pearl of ſuch great porn . 
No other Way but Chriſt there is 

o endleſs Happineſs and Bliſs. 

O 7eſu Chriſt, my Lox, and 1 
Who haſt redeem'd me by thy Blood; 
Unite my Heart ſo faſt to en i F 59 
That we may never parted he. | 


Give me a new and contrite Mads 

The Faith which works by Love impart: : 
Waſh me from all the Stains of Sin, 
And make and keep me clean within. 


HYTMN CLX XM. 
3 LorD, attend our r, "RO! 
And all our Wants relie ven: 
Come to our Hearts, and dwell Thou — $44 
That Thou in us may ſt live. | 


i 1 242 1 
In Weakneſs we draw nigh 
Unto the Throne of Grace: 
Anſwer a Sinners mou {= 

And fill us with thy Peace 


Thou read'ſt the naked Breaſt; Iren 
For Liberty we groan; 0 | 

We figh in Thee, our Loxzp, to wha 
And worſhip Thee alone, 


Fain would we hate our Sins 
And ponder on Love; Nor tick F 
Till all be ſanctify'd wit n Mx mon 
And our wh "> pared above. cool bing 


If Trials vex our Mind, LI 

Cloſe to thy Wounds well flee; ] - A N 4 "| 
No Refuge may we elſewhere find, 

But what 16 n tt 


1 


38 2 
To Thee we come, our Friend, 
As Sinners poor indeed; 

On Thee for future Grace depend. 
Our Help in ev'ry Need. 


Af lovely Appearance of Death ! 
No Sight upon Earth is ſo fair; 
Not all the gay Pageant's that breathe 
Can with a dead Body compare : 
With ſolemn Delight I ſurvex 
The Corpſe when the Spirit is fled, 
In love with the beautiful Clay, 
And longing to lie in its Stead. 


How bleſt is our Brother, bereft 

Of all that could burthen his Mind, 
How eaſy the Soul that hath left 

This weariſome Body behind! 


* # 
3 444 


HY M N CLXXI. r a Funeral. 
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n 
Of Evil incapable The, 3 
Whoſe Relicks with Envy I Tee, 


No longer in Miſery now, 


No longer a Sinner like me. 
This Earth is affected no more 


With Sickneſs, and ſhaken with Pain, 
The War in the Members is o'er, 
And never ſhall vex him again : 
No Anger henceforward, or Shame, 
Shall redden this innocent Clay, 
Extinct is the animal Flame, 


And Paſſion is vaniſh'd away. 


The languiſhing Head is at reſt, 
Its Thinking and Aching are o'er, 
The quiet immoveable Breaſt f 
Is heav'd by Affliction no more: 


JL 248 J 
The Heart is no longer the Seat 
Of Trouble and torturing Pain, 
It ceaſes to flutter and beat, 
It never ſhall flutter * 


By 8 Sorrow forbidden to 352 
Seal d up in eternal Repoſe, 
Have ſtrangely forgotten to weep : 
The Fountain can yield no Supplies, 
Theſe Hollows from Water are free, 
The Tears are all wip'd from theſe Eyes, 
And Evil they never ſhall ſee. 


To mourn, and to faller... is mine, 
While bound in a Priſon I breathe, 
And ſtill for Deliverance pine, 


And prels to the Iſſues x Death: 


— — 
— K —— —— 
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What now with my Tears I bedew, 
O might I this Moment become, 
My Spirit created anew : 
My Fleſh be confign' d to the Tomb. 


H Y M N CLXXII. or & Funeral. 
HE Spirits of the Juſt, | 
Confin'd in Bodies, groan; 
Till Death conſigns the Corpſe to Duſt: 
And then the Conflict's done. 


Jeſus, who came to ſave, 
The Lamb for Sinners ſlain, 


Perfum'd the Chambers of the Grave; 
And made ev'n Death our Gain. 


Why fear we then to truſt 
The Place, where Fefus lay? 
In Quiet reſts our Brother's Duſt : 
And thus it ſeems to fay : 


* 


L 247 1] 
« Forbear, my Friends, to weep; 
„Since Death has loſt its Sting. 
* Thoſe Chriſtians,” that in Jeſus ſleep, 
Our Gop will with Him bring.“ 


H Y M N- CEXXIIL. For a Funeral, 
He AH to Jeſus on high! 
Another 1s enter'd his Reſt, 

\nother 1s ſcap'd to the Sky, 

And lodg'd in Immanuel's Breaſt: 
The Soul of our Siſter is gone 81 

To heighten the Triumph above, 
xalted to Jeſus s Throne, 
And claſp'd in the Arms of his Love. 


ow happy the Angels that fall 
Tranſported at Jeſus's Name; 
he Saints whom he ſooneſt ſhall call 


To ſhare in the Feaſt of the Lamb! 
R 
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No longer impriſon'd in Cla 

Who next from his Dun Ken ſhall fly: ; 
Who firſt ſhall be ſummon' : away ? 

My merciful Gop—ls it I ? 
O Jeſus! if this be thy Will, 

That ſuddenly I ſhould depart, 
Thy Council of Mercy reveal, 

And whiſper the Call to my Heart : 
O give me a Signal to know 
If ſoon Thou would'ſt have me to move, 

And leave the dull Body below, 

And fly to the Regions of Love. 


HYMN CLXXIV. 
() THOU tender loving 7e as, 
Now thy ſaving Grace impart; 


From the World and Satan fave us, 
Save us from our evil Heart: 


L. 449 J 

Throw thy Arms in Mercy open, 
Bid, O bid us, 7eſu, come; 

Let our flinty Hearts be broken, 
Falling on the Corner-Stone. 


Here for ever let us center, 
Steady, though aſſaild by Sin; 

Forward may we boldly venture, 
Till eternal Life we win : 

Baniſh ev ry reas'ning Scruple, 
Scatter ev'ry gathering Cloud; 

Our poor Hearts, O Fefu, f orinkle 


With thy precious, precious Blood. 


When our chearing Feelings ſicken, 
And a Veil our Souls o erſpread; 
Then with Grace our Spirits nn — 
To raiſe up our 9 N 


L 250 J 
Would our fooliſh Hearts e er wander 
From the Source of real Joy! * 
Call us back, but not in Anger, 


Leſt thy Frowns ſhould us deſtroy. 


Arm us from thy heav'nly Storehouſe, 
Still diſplay thy Banner high! 
March victorious on before us, 
Make the World and Satan fly : 
When the Angel with thy Summons 
Seals in Peace the Pilgrim's Eyes, 
In that trying Moment bear us | 
Safe into thy Paradiſe. 


H YM N CEXXV. 

INNERS, with Reverence attend, 
And hear the Goſpel Word, 
With Joy receive your mighty F riend, 
And hail your gracious'Lozp. | 


| C252 ] 
U e calls unto the Sons of Men, 

His offer d Grace to prove, 

That they in ſeeking may attain 

Repentance, Faith, and Love. 
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Give me thy Heart, the Saviour cries, 
Tis his undo Claim ; 

Oh! do not then his Call deſpiſe, 

But give it to the Lamb. 


His Arms are open to receive 
Whoever to Him flies; 

Pardon and preſent Peace to give, 
And Love that never dies. 


Jeſus, our Prophet, Prieſt, and Ring, 
Thou Friend of Sinners, come ; 
Deſcend, kind Comforter, and bring 


The great Salvation down. 
3 
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H Y MN CLXXVI. 
A+ let us join our chearful Songs, 
With Angels round the Throne ; 
Ten thouſand thouſand are their Tongues : 
But all their Joys are one. 


Worthy the Lamb that dy'd, they cry, 
To be exalted thus; 

- Worthy the Lamb, our Hearts reply, 

For he was ſlain for us. 


Jeſus is worthy to receive 
Honour and Pow'r divine; 

And Bleſſings more than we can give, 
Be, as, for ever thine. 


The whole Creation join in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred Name 

Of Him that ſits upon the Throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. | 


[ 283 J 


H YM N CLX XVII 

ESU, Lover of my Soul, 
Let me to thy Boſom fly, 

While the Billows 1 near me roll, 
While the Tempeſt ſtill is high : 
Hide me O my Saviour, hide, 
Till the Storm of Life i is paſt; 
Safe into the Haven guide, 
O receive my Soul at laſt. 


Other Refuge have I none, 

Hangs my helpleſs Soul on Thee ; 

Leave, Oh! leave me not alone, 

Still ſupport and comfort me: 

All my Truſt on Thee is ſtay'd, 

All mine Help from Thee "I bring; 

Cover my defenceleſs Head 

With the Shadow of thy Wing. 
48 
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Thou, O Chriſt, art all I want, 

More than All in Thee I find: 
Raiſe the Fallen, chear the Faint, 

Heal the Sick, and lead the Blind. 
Juſt and holy is thy Name, 

I am all Unrighteouſneſs! 
Vile and full of Sin I am, 

Thou art full of Truth and Grace. 


Plenteous Grace with Thee is found, 
6 Grace to pardon all my Sin; 
; Let the healing Streams abound, 
P Make and keep me pure within : 
iN Thou of Life the Fountain art, 
; | Freely let me take of Thee; 


Spring thou up within mine Heart, 
Rile to all Eternity. 
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H Y M N CLXXVIII. 

OIN all the glorious Names 

Of Wiſdom, Love, and Pow r, 

That Mortals ever knew, 

That Angels ever bore : 5 
All is too mean To ſpeak his Worth, 
Too mean to ſet Our Saviour forth. 


What kind endearing Words, 
What condeſcending Ways, 
Doth our Redeemer uſe, 
To teach his heav'nly Grace! 
My Soul, with Joy And Wonder ſee 
What Forms of Love He bears for Thee! 


Great Prophet of our God, 


Our Tongues would bleſs thy | Name ! 


By Thee the joyful News 
Of our Salvation came: 
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256 ] 
The joyful News, Of Sins forgiv'n, 
Of Hell ſubdu d, And. Peace with Heav'n. 


eſus, our great High-Prieſt, 
1 f Blood and dy'd; 
Thou guilty Sinner, ſeek 
No Sacrifice beſide: 
His pow'rful Blood Did once atone, 
And now it pleads Before the Throne. 


My dear Almighty Loxp ! 
My Conqu ror and my King! 
Thy matchleſs Power and Love, 
Thy ſaving Grace, we ſing: 
' Thine is the Pow'r; O may we fit, 
In willing Bonds Beneath thy Feet | 


e 
HYMN CLXXIX. 
OME, Thou almighty King, 
Help us thy Name to ſing, 
Help us to praiſe : 
Father, all glorious, 
O'er all victorious, 
Come, and reign over us, 
Antient of Days! 
Jeſus, our Loxp, ariſe, 
Scatter our Enemies, 
And make them fall: 
Let thine almighty Aid 
Our ſure Defence be made 
Our Souls on Thee be ſtay d 
Lokd, hear our Call! | 


Come, Thou incarnate Word, 
Gird on thy mighty Sword— 


256 ] 
Our Pray'rs attend! 
Come! and thy Pedple bleſs, 
And give thy Word Succeſs, 
Spirit of Holineſs 

On us deſcend !_ 


Come, Holy Comforter, 
Thy ſacred Witneſs bear 
In this glad Hour! 
Thou, who almighty art, 
Now rule in ev'ry Heart, 


And ne'er from us depart, : 
Spirit of Pow! 

To the great ONE in THREE 

Eternal Praiſes be 


Hence evermore ! 


1 259 ] 
His ſov' reign Majeſty 
May we in Glory ſee, 
And to Eternity 5 
Love and adore. 


HTI MN GEXXX. 


A Heart as hard as Stone, 

Or warms a Heart as cold as Ice? 
'Tis Fefu's Blood alone : 

One Drop of this can truly chear 
And heal the wounded. Soul; 
hat Multitude of broken Heats | 
This living Stream makes whole! 


ark, O my Soul! what ſing the Choirs 
Around the glorious Throne ? 


ark! the flain Lamb for evermore 
Sounds 1 in the ſweeteſt Tone: 


S there a Thing that moves and breaks 


L 260 J 
The Elders there caſt down their Crowns, 
And all, both Night and Day, 
Sing Praiſe to Him, who ſhed his Blood, 
And waſh'd their Guilt away. 


And this, while here, will we proclaim, 
Chearful in our Degree, 

That, through the Blood of Gop's dear Lamb, 
Each Soul may happy be: 

But Thou, O Lorxp! make ey'ry Day, 
Thy Grace to us more {weet, 

Till we behold thy wounded Side, 

And worſhip at thy Feet. 


HY M N CLXXXI. 
NDULGENT Lozo, with Eyes of Pity ſee 
My captive Heart, and fix it all on Thee; ; 
From worldly Snares my reſtleſs Mind allure, 
By Love's ſtrong Ties my unfix d Thoughts ſecure. 
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Thou know'ſt, thy all-pervading Eye ſurveys, 
Thou know'ſt, how oft my roving Soi irit ſtrays: 
Oh! arm with patient Rectitude my Soul, 
And with thy ſacred Preſence fill the Whole. 


Thy pow'rful Grace doth oft inſpire my Breaſt, 
Remove low Cares, and give the Wand rer Reſt: 
Inflame my Heart with animating Zeal, 
The ſov'reign Plenitude of Love reveal. 


Oh! may I ne er again to Earth return.; 
Oh! may my Soul with ſacred Ardour burn! 
Let Praiſe, dear LoxD, my ſweet Employment be, 


Thy Pridfo my Theme thro' wide Eternity. 


HYMN CLXXXII. 


1 Jeſu, King of Saints, 
Known to Thee are all my Wants; 


Self. convicted, ſelf-abhor d, 
L approach Thee, deareſt Log. 
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Known to Thee, whole Eyes are Flame, 
I thy Love and Pity claim ; 


Let thy Mercy, gracious Lox, 
All it's healing Aid afford. t 


Sin's contagious Force I find, 
Still expanded oer my Mind ; 


Innate Vileneſs ſtill ſurvives, 


Fallen Nature's Image hves. 


Oh! remove this pond'rous Load, 
Cleanſe by Sin-atoning Blood : 
Bid each Vanity depart, 

Build thy Temple in my Heart. 


Let thy ſacred Preſence heal, 
Guardian prove gainſt ev ry 11; 
This my ev'ry Want remove : 
I am sin but Thou art Love. 


L 263 ] 
This the Drooping will revive, 
Courage to the Fainting give, 
Strengthen and confirm the Weak, 


Comfort and relieve the Sick: 


Ever then, dear Lok p, be near, 

Exerciſe the Shepherd's Care, 

Guard me by thy conquering Grace, 

Let me feel a conſtant Peace. 
H YM N CLXXXIII. 

INNERS, the pierc'd Redeemer fee; 

For you he hung upon the Tree: 
Behold Him by the Eye of Faith, 
For Life flows ſweetly from his Death. 


Salvation's unexhauſted Well 

Still pours the placid Streams to heal; 
Profuſe the Spring inceſſant flows, 
Nor Meaſure nor Ceſſation knows. 

| | 8 


\ 


„ 
Here may we quench our parching Thirſt, 
(The Fountain-head a living Chriſt) 
T'allay proud Nature's Fire within, 
And calm the boiſt'rous Waves of Sin. 


"Tis Zefu's Grace, true Life imparts, 
A Cordial for deſponding Hearts, 

A Med'cine for each Sin-fick Soul, 
A Balm to make the wounded whole. 


Here may the wearied Spirit reſt, + 
Reclin'd upon the Saviour's Breaſt ; 
The Mournful have each Want ſupply'd, 
The Faint a Remedy apply d. 


For each a Cure by Jeſu's Death, 
For all that feel a quick'ning Faith ; 
That Gift, thou Comforter divine, 
Beſtow, and all we have be thine, 


o 


_ 65 
H Y MN CLXXXIV. 

FNOME, thou Fount of ev'ry Bleſſing! 
| Tune mine Heart to ſing thy Grace! 
Streams of Mercy never ceaſing, 

Call for Songs of loudeſt Praiſe. 
Teach me ſome melodious Sonnet, 

Sung by flaming Tongues above; 
Praiſe the Mount — Oh fix us on it, 

Mount of Gop's unchanging Love! 


Here I raiſe my Ebenezer ; 
Hither by thine Help I'm come; 
And I hope, by thy good Pleafure, | 
Safely to arrive at- Home: 
Jeſus ſought me when a Stranger, 
Wand'ring from the Fold of Gop; 
| He, to'reſcue me from Danger, 


 Interpos'd his precious Blood. 
V“ 
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O! to Grace how great a Debtor 
Daily I'm conſtrain d to be! 
Let that Grace now, like a Fetter, 
Bind my wand'ring Heart to Thee! 
Prone to wander, Los, I feel it, 
Prone to leave the Gop I love— _ 
Here's mine Heart—O take and ſeal it ! 
Seal it from thy Courts above! 


HY M N CLXXXV. 
APPY the Heart, where Graces reign, 
Where Love inſpires the Breaſt ! 
Love is the brighteſt of the Train, 
1 all the Reſt. 


Knowledge, alas tis all in vain, 

And all in vain our Fear ; 
Our ſtubborn Sins will fight and reign, 
If Love be abſent there, 
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This is the Grace that lives and ſings, 
When Faith and Hope ſhall ceaſe: 
Tis this ſhall ſtrike our joyful Strings 
In the ſweet Realms of Bliſs. 


When join'd to that harmonious Throng * 
That fills the Choirs above, 


Then ſhall we tune our golden Harps, 
And ev'ry Note be—Love. | 


HYMN CLXAXXVI 


ISE, my Soul, adore thy Maker; 


Angels Praiſe: Join thy Lays, 
With them be Partaker, \ 


Sov reign LoxD of ev'ry Spirit, 
In thy Light Lead me right, 
Through my Saviour s Merit. 


S —— — — 
= — — 


P 

> — ˙ ——_ — — 

— . — — 7 4 
— — 


= 
— — — 
— oe — —— — 


! 
v8 
| 
1 

ö 

{| 
1 
1 


— — = 
_—— — — — 


— 
- - - = 
— a. l =_ = - — — — 
— IO — — — a = => = - - —— — — 
<> — : < N — : = _ _— 1 — Bn dee - 
n= _—_—- — = a Hos a0 \ — — 3 eee 
uy 2 = — — — — — — — __ — — 2 — _ 0 3 WE — * - bow. - 
w— = > — — Cow — — —— —— 5 — —— = - — 9 — - — 
— — —— —  ——. — — — — — — —— _—— — — — — — — — — — — — 5 —— = 
= a wn - . — — is 8 a b — — — — — — — CERES... 
- — 2 * _— "Y * - : 2 
— 


— 


L 268 ] 
Thou this Night waſt my Protector, 


With me ſtay All the Day, 
Ever my Director. 


Holy, Holy , Holy, Giver 
Of all Good, Life and Food, 


Reign ador d for ever! 


Glory, Honour, Thanks, and Bleſſing, 
One in Three, Give we Thee, 
Never, never, ceaſing. 


HYMN CLXXXVIE. - 
RE I ſleep, for ev'ry Favour 
This Day ſhew'd By my ow 
I will bleſs my Saviour. 


O my Loxy, what ſhall I render 
Io thy N ame, Still the ſame, 
Gracious, good, and tender ! 


1 269 1 
Leave me not, but ever love me; 
Let thy Peace Be my Bliſs, 
Till Thou hence remove me. 
Viſit me with thy Salvation; 
Let thy Care Now be near, 
Round my Habitation. 


Thou, my Rock, my Guard, my Tower, 
Safely keep While I lep, 

Me with all thy Power. 

So, whene'er in Death I ſlumber, 
Let me riſe With the Wile, 

Counted in their Number! 


H Y M N CLXXXVIII. 
URY'D in Shadows of the Night | 
We lie, till Chrift reſtores the Light; 
8 Wiſdom deſcends to heal the Blind, 
| And chace the Darkneſs * the Mind. | 
4 


L 2 
Loft guilty Souls are drown d in Tears, 
Till the atoning Blood appears; 3 
Then they awake from deep Diſtreſs, 
And ſing the Lox D our Righteouſneſs. 


Jeſus beholds where Satan reigns, 
Binding his Slaves in heavy Chains; 
He ſets the Pris'ners free and breaks 
The Iron Bondage from our Necks. 


Poor helpleſs Worms in Thee pofſels - 
Grace, Wiſdom, Pow'r, and Righteouſneſs : 
Thau art our mighty all; may we 

Give o our whole ſelves, O Loxd, to Thee. 


HYMN CLXXXIX. 
ATHER, I ſtretch mine Hands to Thee, 
No other Help I know : 
If Thou withdraw thyſelf from me, 
Ah! whuther ſhall I go??? 
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What did thine only Son endure, 
Before I drew my Breath! 
What Pain, what Labour, to ſecure 
My Soul from endleſs Death! 


O 7efu ! could I this believe, 
I now ſhould feel thy Pow'r ; 
Now my poor Soul Thou wouldſt retrieve, 
Nor let me wait one Hour. | 


Author of Faith! to Thee I lift 
My weary longing Eyes; 
O let me now receive that Gift! 
My Soul without it dies. 


HYMN CXC. | 
Pane the Lox d, who reigns above, 
And keeps his Courts below; 
Praiſe the holy C God of Love, 
And all his Greatneſs ſhew. 


11 
Praiſe Him for his noble Deeds, 
Praife Him for his matchleſs Pow'r ; 
Him from whom all Good proceeds, 
Let Earth and Heav'n adore. 


Publiſh, fpread to all around 
The great Immanuel's Name: 
Let the Trumpets martial Sound, 
Him Loxp of Hoſts proclaim : 
Praiſe Him, ev'ry tuneful String, 
All the Reach of heav'nly Art : 
All the Pow'rs of Mufic bring, 
The Muſic of the Heart. 


Him in whom they move and live 
Let ev'ry Creature ſing: 

Glory to their Maker give, 
And Homage to their King. 


L 279 J 
Hallow'd be his Name beneath, 
As in Heav'n on Earth ador'd: 
Praiſe the Loxp in ev'ry Breath; 
Let all Things praiſe the Lozp f 


H Y M N CXCl. 
ET Earth and Heav'n agree, 
Angels and Men be join d, 
To celebrate with me, 
The Saviour of Mankind: | 
T'adore the all-atoning Lamb, 


And bleſs the Sound of Fe eus Name. 


Zefus ! tranſporting Sound! 
The Joy of Earth and Heav'n : 

No other Help is found, 
No other Name is giv' n 

By which we can Salvation have, 

But Jeſus came the World to ſave. 


L 1 
Jeſus ! harmonious Name! 
It charms the Hoſts above; 
They evermore proclaim 
And wonder at his Love: 
'Tis all their Happineſs to gaze. 
Tis Heav'n to ſee our J eſus Face. 


1 His Name the Sinner hears, 
. And is from Sin ſet free: 
Fg Tis Muſic in his Ears, 
"Tis Life and Victory, 
New Songs do now his Lips employ, 
And dances his glad Heart 1 2 Joy. 


H N CxclI. 
F Him who did Salvation bring 
Lonp may we ever think and ſing! 
Ariſe ye Guilty, He'll forgive ; 
Ariſe ye Needy, Hell relieve. - 


C 275 J 
Eternal Loxp, Almighty King! | 
All Heav'n doth with thy Triumphs ring; 
Thou conquer'ſt all beneath, — 
Devils with Force, and Men with Love. 


To purge our Sins, Chriſt ſhed his Blood: 
He dy'd to bring us near to Gop. 

et all the World fall down, and know 
That none but Gop ſuch Love could ſhow. 


HY M N CXCIIL. 
I Thee, O Chriſt, is all my e 
My Comfort all in Thee; 
N hilſt 1 I feel thy Mercy nigh, 

I know Thou guardeſt me. 


Ne, nor the Saints of Earth can help, | 
Nor Angels near thy Throne ; 

o Thee I run thy Help to find, 

And truſt in Thee alone. 


{ 76 J 
I feel the Load of Sin fo vaſt, 
It ſinks me to the Grave: 
But let thy Blood waſh out my Sing, 
Mine whom Thou cam'ſt to ſave. 


Cloath'd in thy Righteouſneſs, again 
O may I ſee thy Face; 

Receive the Promiſe from above, 
And live reſtor d by Grace. 


On me, thy helpleſs W orm, O LORD, 
A living Faith beſtow : 

That I thy Nature's hiddin Sweets 
May taſte, and ſee, and know. 


Triumphant let me live, by Love 
Shed in my Heart abroad; 

And faithfully to 7eſus give 
The Life which He beſtow'd. ; 


1 
HYM N CXCIV. © 
ELL us, O Women, we would.know, 
Whither ſo faſt ye move ? 
We, call'd to leave the World below, 
Are ſeeking one above. 


Whence come ye, fay, and what the Place 
That ye are trav'ling from? 

From Tribulation, we, through Grace, 
Are now returning home: 


Ils not your native Country here ? 
Like you not this Abode ? 

We ſeek a better Country far, 
A City built by Gop. 


Thither we travel, nor intend 
= Shott of that Blifs to reſt ; 
Nor we, till in the Sinner's F riend 
Our weary Souls are bleſt. 


FW] 
Friends of the Bridegroom we ſhall reign ; 
Saviour, we alk no more; 
Hail Lamb of God for Sinners ſlain, 
Whom Heav'n and Earth adore. 


HI MN CXC. 
LORY and Honour be to Thee, 
Thou ſelf-exiſtent Deity; _ 
Thee we revere, and Thee adore, 
In Mercy infinite, and Pow'r. 


To Thee our joyful Hearts we raiſe, 

To Thee we bring our Songs of Praiſe, 
Whoſe bounteous Care and Love imparts 
Celeſtial Bleſſings to our Hearts, 


© Unto the holy triune Goo, 
Who hath on us, poor Worms, beſtow'd 
Such Favours, ſuch amazing Grace, 


We pay our Homage, Thank, and Praiſe. 
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HYMN CXCVI. 
HOLVY- GHOST, give me a Part 
In the Redeemer's Blood: 


\nd bear thy Witneſs with my Heart, 
That I am born of Gov. 


Thou art the Earneſt of his Love, 
The Pledge of Joys to come : 

May thy bleſt Wings, celeſtial Dove, 
Convey me ſafely home. 


HYMN CXCVIL 


Deareſt Lox, give me a Heart 
Inflam'd with Love to Thee, 

W bat through thy tedious Toil and Smart 
= My Soul may happy be. 
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I want, O Lord, from Sin to flee, 
And in thy Wounds to reſt: 
Bid me by Faith come near to Thee, 
And lean upon thy Breaſt. 


Still let a Senſe of what Thou'ſt done 
In my hard Heart be felt, 
That by this Love which Thou haſt ſhewn 


My inmoſt Soul may melt. Mhe 3 
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Oh! may I never, never faint, 
But ſoar on Wings of Love, 
Till in thy Glory, as a Saint, 
Il ting with Saints above. 


Lord, I would now my All give up, | 
To Thee, whom I adore ; 
And bumbly falling at thy Feet, 
Proclaim thy Love and Pow” r. 
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HVYMN CXCVIII. 
HE Lonp firſt empties whom He fills, 
Caſts down whom He would raiſe, 
And quickens whom the Letter kills, 
Exalting thus his Praile. 

Immanuel for Sinners flaw 

Includes ſuch Stores of Grace, 

As narrow Hearts can ne'er contain, 

Nor Angel's Tongues exprels. 

He's full of Grace and Truth indeed, 

Of Peace, of Life, and Light ; 

o all that helpleſs Sinners need 

He gives thy Soul a Right. 

4 Right to claim thy full Releaſe, | 

For He thy Debt has paid; | 

Wd He who dearly bought thy Peace, 

| The Purchaſe bids thee 2 | 
2 
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HY M N CXCIX. 
ROM Heav'n the loud, th' angelic Song began, 
It ſhook the Skies, and reach'd aſtoniſh'd Man: 
By Man re'echo'd, it ſhall mount again; 
Whilſt fragrant Odours fill the bliſsful Plain. 


Worthy the Lamb of boundleſs Sway ; 
In Earth or Heav'n the Lord of All: 
Ye Princes, Rulers, Pow'rs, obey, 
And low before his Foot-ſtool fall. 


The Deed was done; the Lamb was ſlain ; 
The groaning Earth the Burthen bore : 
He roſe, he lives; he lives to reign, 
Nor Time ſhall ſhake his endleſs Pow'r. 


Riches and all that decks the Great, 

From Worlds unnumber'd hither bring ; ; 
The Tribute pour before his Seat, 

And hail the Triumphs of our King. 
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Wiſdom and Strength are his alone, 
He rais'd the Top- ſtone, ſhouting Grace; 
Honour has rais'd his lofty Throne, 
And Glory ſhines upon his Face. 


From Heav'n, from Earth, loud Burſts of Praiſe, 
The mighty Bleſſings ſhall proclaim: 

Bleſſings that Earth to Glory raiſe ; - 
The Purchaſe of the wounded Lamb. 


Higher, ſtill higher, ſwell the Strain; 

Creation's Voice the Note prolong :. 
The Lamb ſhall ever, ever reign : - 

Let Hallelujahs crown the Song. 


HYMN CC. 
Thou whoſe Mercy knows no Bound, 
| (Elſe hadſt Thou ne'er redeem'd thy Foe;) 
W Whoſe Love's a fathomleſs Profound 
Which known we wiſh ſtill more to know; 
| 13 
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That Mercy, Lord, that Love reveal, 
And let thy Spirit ſtamp the Seal. 


From wav'ring Doubts, from chilling Fear, 
Save us Thou Gon of Truth and Light; 

Thy Word is ſure; O bring it near; 

Nor let us mourn in endleſs Night. 

Let the Day-dawn, the Day-ffar rife, 

And pour all Heav'n upon our Eyes. | 


Far, off thy Croſs we dimly view, 

Nor know our Int'reſt in thy Blood : 
Whilſt thus our Hearts thy Grace purſue, 
Oi let us feel the preſent GOD. 

Come, Come like Lightning from the Faſt, 
Warm, animate each drooping Breaſt. 


Behold, like Wax before the Fire, 
Our melting Hear ts diſlolve with Grief: 


. „ 
To Thee, O Lox, is our Deſire; 
From Thee alone we hope Relief. 
Thy Mercy and thy Love reveal; 
And let thy Spirit ſtamp the Seal. 
VV 
WEE as the Shepherd's tuneful Reed 
| From Sion's Mount I heard the Sound: 
Gay ſprang the Flowrets of the Mead; 
And gladden'd Nature {mil'd around. 
The Voice of Peace ſalutes mine Ear; 
WC:7:/''s lovely Voice perfumes the Air. 
Peace troubl'd Soul, whoſe pldiftive Moan ' 
8 Hath taught theſe Rocks the Note of Woe ; 
Ceaſe thy Complaint; ſuppreſs thy Groan, ' 
And let thy Tears forget to flow. 
Behold, the precious, Balm is found, 
Which lulls thy Pain, which heals thy Wound. 
OW 95 ODS 
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Come, freely come; by Sin oppreſt 
Unburthen here the weighty Load; 
Here find thy Refuge, and thy Reſt, 
Safe on the Boſom of thy Gop. 
Thy Gov's thy Saviour; glorious Word! 
That ſheath's th Avengers glitt ring Sword, 


As Spring the Winter, Day the Night, 
Peace Sorrow's Gloom ſhall chace away; 
And ſmiling Joy a Seraph bright 
Shall tend thy Steps, and near thee ſtay 
Whilſt Glory weaves th' immortal Crown, 
And waits to claim Thee for her own. 


N eil. 
ARK ! in the Wilderneſs a Cry! 
It ſhakes the Mountains, rends the Earth ; 
The King appears, behold Him nigh 
The Gov by Nature, Man by Birth. 


1 J 
Run to and fro, ye Heralds run | 
Proclaim aloud, Prepare the Way. 
Redemption's glorious Work's begun, 
And who his potent Arm hall ſtay. 


Make ſtrait the Paths before his Feet, 
And ev'ry Obſtacle remove, 

Drop down, ye Hills, your cumb'rous Weight, 
And bow before redeeming Love. 


Then ſhall the lowly Valley riſe, 
Its budding Honours ſpring to view, 
Swift the creating Fiat flies, 


And all is bliſsful, all is new. 


Know'ſt thou the Meaning, Nature's Child i > 
Know'ſt thou the import of the Cry? 
Thy Heart's the Deſart waſte and wild; 
But lo! the kind Reclaimer's nigh. | 
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Mountains of Unbelief and Sin 
Before Him crumble into Duft ; 

Thy humbl'd Heart ſhall then begin 
His all-reſtoring Hand to truſt. 


By Him exalted, know thy State, 
A Garden rich in Fruit and Flow'r ; 
Thy gracious Maſter's lov'd Retreat. 
The Wonder of Redeeming Pow'r. 


H YM N CClIII. 
OURCE of Light and Pow'r divine, 

Deign upon thy Truth to ſhine. ' 
Lox, behold thy Servant ſtands; 
Lo! to Thee he lifts his Hands : | 
Satisfy his Soul's Deſire; : 
Touch his Lip with holy Fire. 
Softly fall the healing Sound, 
Like the Dew-drop on the Ground. 
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[ 289 J 
Drooping Plants ſhall ſoon revive; 
Faith in Bud begin to hve : 
And enlarg'd ſhall ſoon diſcloſe 
Beauties of the full-blown Role. 


In thy pure and Holy Way, 
Heights and greater Heights diſplay ; - 
So that whilſt our Race we run, 

We may think it but begun: 

Nor the paſt contemplate more, 


Urgent ſtill on what's before. 


Ope thy Ne - ſo ſhall fall 
Unction ſweet on him, on All. 
Till by Odours ſcatter d round, 
Chriſt himſelf be trac d and found. 
Then ſhall ev'ry raptur'd Heart, 
Rich in Peace and Joy depart, | 
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I CCIV. 
AY He, ſupreme eſſential Love, 
| Rich Source, whence all our Bleſſings flow, 
Bleſs us with Favour from above, | 
And ſmile upon his Church below ; 
Thy Pity, gracious Loxp, diſplay, 
And turn our Darkneſs into Day. 
Behold our Deſolations, Loxo, 
Give all to hear the joyful Sound, 
Be Honours to thy Grace reſtor'd, 
It's fragrant Odours flow around. 
Send Paſtors ready to fulfil 
The DiQates of thy gracious Will. 


Thy Foes have laid thy Vineyard waſte, 
Her ſcatter'd Fences lie o'erthrown, 

Her Fruits how bitter to the Taſte ! 

And all her priſtine Beauty's gone; 


[291 ] 
A Hoſt combin'd againſt her join, 
And ev'ry Beaſt devours thy Vine. 


Thine Eyes from Heav'n's high Seat incline, 


Behold the Offspring of thy Hand, 
And viſit, Loxp, thy once-lov'd Vine; 

May Lab'rers at thy high Command. 
Go forth, whoſe ceaſeleſs Work "twill be 
To dreſs thy Vineyard own'd by Thee. 


HYMN CCV. 
HE Languid ſeek the healing Stream 
With Health, with Life replete, 
That tends to rear the linking Frame, 
And ſtay the vital Heat. 


But ah ! the Health this Stream ſupplys, 
How ſoon the Bleſſing's fled ! 

And Life reſtor'd, how ſoon it flies, 
An unſubſtantial Shade! 
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The Saviour of our favour'd Race 
More precious Streams beſtows, 
The living Water of his Grace, 
Whence full Salvation flows. y af 


O let us.taſte this living Stream, 
And find our Health renew'd, 
From Life's eternal Spring we claim 

The ſatisfying Good. 


No more with Thirſt our Souls ſhall pant, 
Without Refreſhment pine, 
Richly ſupplied is every Want 


From copious Streams divine. 


Life's Well, that every Thirſt allays, 
Shall in our Souls ariſe, 

Rich with a Bliſs that ne er decays, 

A Life that never dies. 
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HYMN CCI. 
LESSED be the Gop of Grace, 
Kind to all his favour'd Race, 
Who, when they in Darkneſs lay, 
Bleſt them with Redemption's Ray. 


Who of Davids Lineage gave 
One with fulleſt Powr's to ſave, 
Save them from the Hands of all 
Who their captive Souls enthral. 


Set from their vile Bondage free, 
Satan's cruel Tyranny, - 

That they might, to Gop i d, 
Serve Him with a peaceful Mind. 


In his pure and holy Ways 
Live to his eternal Praiſe, | 
With no ſlaviſh Fears oppreſt, 


Warm'd with grateful Zeal the Breaſt. 


/ [ 294 * 
See his fav'ring Beams ariſe, 
Glory ſtreaming from the Skies, 
Lo! the bleſt Redeemer comes, 
Sweeteſt Forms of Love aſſumes. 


See his Hands a Pardon bear 
Each dejected Soul to chear, 
Make Salvation's Bleſſing known, 
Seal the Purchaſe for his wn. 


Ves, twas Mercy's pitying Eye 
Saw our State, and from on high 
Bid the Light its Beams diſplay, 
Mercy dawning into Day ; : 


Saw us, when the blackeſt Shade 
Death could weave, around us ſpread, 
Bid us hve, and live to prove 

All the peaceful Fruits of Love. 


[ 299 1 
__HYMN CcvIl. 
XPECTANT at Betheſda lie 


The Lame, the Wither'd, and the Blind, | 


Theſe Sons of Pain and Milery 
Wait the propitious Hour to find, 
When the kind Angel from above 
Shall the health-giving Water move. 
Thoſe Sons of Miſery and Woe 
In us, O gracious Saviour, ſee, 
Halting, nor have Strength to go 
In ſtrit Conformity to Thee, 
Sightleſs, in vain our Eye-balls roll, 
And all Infirmity, the Soul. 
Yes, 'tis our better Part that lies 
Expos d to all theſe mortal 1lls, 
The Soul, th' immortal Spirit dies, 
And Tophet's ceaſeleſs Torments feels, 
U 
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Unleſs a ſov'reign Balm we know, 


And Life from bleſt Betheſda flow. 


Here, Lok, we wait, now move the Wave 
The true Bethejda ; let us prove 

Preſent a mighty Pow'r to ſave, 
The Force of Fefu's dying Love; 

Now let us bathe in Mercy's Sea 


And find our Health, Life, All from Thee. 


HYMN CCIII. 
Gov, a Gov, prepare the Way, 
The Saviour long foretold, 
Hail Him with a triumphant Lay, 
Ye Blind, your Gov behold; 


He comes to pour a welcome Ray 
Upon your ſightleſs Eyes, 

And bid Salvation's glorious Day, 
With growing Luſtre, riſe, 


L 2% 1 

Th obſtructed Paths of Sound he clears, 
And Pardon's chearful Voice 

With Muſic charms th' unfolding Ears, 
And bids the Heart reJoice. 


The Dumb ſhall find their looſen'd Tongues 5 
Employ d in grateful Lays, ö 

And Speech renew'd ſhall riſe to Songs 
Of never-ending Praiſe. 


The Lame ſhall feel their Strength reſtor d. 
The aiding Crutch forego, _ 

And leap, in Honour of their Lon vd, 
Exulting as a Roe. 4 


Tis His to chace dark Grief away, 
Tears wipe from ev'ry Face, | 

Our Fefus ſpeaks, the Worlds obey, 
The Univerſe is Peace. 


v2 
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HY M N. CCIX. 
Y wand'ring Feet when Errors Sway 
Hath urg'd from Thee, bleſt Loxp, to ſtray, 
Whene'er my Heart to Earth inclin'd, 
Or grov ling Cares weigh'd down the Mind, 


Inſtant 'twas cloudy all within, 
And Darkneſs veil 4 the ſmiling Scene, 
Departed was th' etherial Gueſt 
Whoſe Viſits chear the human Breaſt, 


But for thoſe happier Days I pine 
When I could call the Saviour mine, 


And found my fervent Pray'rs and Sighs 
To Heav'n in full Acceptance riſe. 


My Heart, -my Fleſh his Abſence mourn d, 


With painful Thirſt my Spirit burn d, 
And pour d to Thee, O Lox, its Care 


In all the Violence of Prayer. 
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My 7e efus came on Wings of Love, 
Bid me again his Pardon prove, 
The ſprinkled Blood affwag'd my Breaſt, 
And ſooth'd my troubFd Thoughts to Reſt. 


Come then, my Soul, loud Hymns of Praiſe 
In loftieſt Notes triumphant raiſe, 

And long as Breath informs my Frame, 
The Wonders of that Love proclaim. 


HY M N. CCX. 

\AN Bones all dry and ſapleſs live ? 
Can ſuch a Wonder be ? 

Yes, Loxp, if Thou the Mandate give, 
We wait the Pow'r from Thee. 19 855 

Hear, ye dry Bones, the Prophet cries, 
* Th almighty Summons 85 2 

* To Life, to inſtant Life arile, 


60 Omnipotence i is near. 
Usg 


—— 
F ny 


F 

A Noiſe is heard, a trembling Sound, 
The pow'rful Call's obey d, 

*Mid filent Death a-Shaking's found, 
There's Life among the. Dead. 


Bones to their diſtant Bones draw near, 
In friendly Union join, 
See Sinews, Fleſh, and Skin appear; 
Confeſs the Pow'r divine. 


The Breath of Life 1s wanting ſtill, 
But this the Lord will give, 

Breathe, all ye Winds, perform his Will, 
And give the Dead to live. 


To Souls, in Nature's Grave ſhut up, 
Whom Death's ſtrong Arms entwine, | 
Without a Ray of lively Hope, 
A Spark of Light 2 5 


E 
Thy Servant calls, ye Dead ariſcxc 
Nor doubts, if this can be, 
His ſtedfaſt Hope on Gov relies, 
How eaſy, Lok p, to Thee! 


Oh ratify thy Servant's Word, 

Our Souls from Death upraiſe, - - 
Bid the dry Bones confeſs the Lorp, 

And live to ſing thy Praife. © © 

_ _ÞH Y'M N  CCXI. 
WAKE my Soul and with the Sun * | // 
Thy daily Stage of Duty run; 
Shake off dull Sloth and joyful riſe, 
To pay the Morning Sacrifice. 
Thy precious Time miſpent, redeem, 
Each preſent Day thy laſt eſteem ; 
Improve thy Talent with due Care, 
For the great Day thyſelf prepare, 
U 4-- 


[ % 

In Converſation be ſincere, | 
Keep Conſcience as the Noon-Tide, clear; 
Think how th' all- ſeeing Gop thy Ways, 
And all thy ſecret Thoughts ſurveys. 


By Influence of the Light divine, 
Let thy own Light to others ſhine ; 
Reflect all Heav'ns propitious Rays, 


In ardent Love and chearful Praiſe. 


H Y M N CCXII. 
WAKE, lift up thyſelf, my Heart, 
And with the Angels bear thy Part, 
Who all Night long, unwearied ſing 
High Praiſe to the eternal King. 


Awake, awake, ye heav'nly Choir, 
May your Devotion me inſpire, 

That I, like you, my Age may ſpend, 
Like you _ on my Gop attend, 
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May I, like you, in Gop delight, 

Have all Day long my Gos in Sight; 
Perform, like you, my Maker's Will, 
Like you his lovely Preſence feel. Me 


Had I your Wings, to Heav'n I'd fly; 
But God ſhall that Defect ſupply, 1 + 7 
And my Soul, wing'd with warm Deſire, 8 1 
Shall all Day long to Heav n aſpir dd 


H YM N CCXHIL. 
LL Praiſe to Thee, who ſafe haſt Lept 
And haſt refreſh'd me whalit I flept ; 
Grant, Loop, when I from Death ſhall wake, 
I may of endleſs Light parte. "a 


I would not wake, nor riſe | 
Ev'n Heav'n itſelf I would * 
Wert not Thou there to be enjoy d, 


And J in * of Praiſe Pe d. 


” 
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Heav'n is, dear Lozy;'where'er Thou art,” 
O never then from me depart ; rst 
For to my Soul tis Hell to be 
But for one Moment void of Thee. 
HY MN CCXIV. 

ORD, I my Vows to Thee renew; 
Scatter wy Sins as Morning Dew; 
Guard my firſt Springs of Thought and Will, 
And with thy Self my Spirit fill. 


Direct, controul, ſuggeſt, this Day, 
All I deſign, or do, or ſay; 6 33 
That all my Pow'rs, with all their Might, 


In thy ſole Glory may unite. 


Praiſe Gov, from whom all Bleſlings flow, 
Praiſe Him all Creatures here below; 0 
Praiſe Him above, ye heav'nly Hoſt, 


Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt.” 


L 8 1] 
HYMN CCXV. 
LL Praiſe to Thee, my Gov, this Night, 

For all the Bleſſings of the Light ; 
Keep me, O keep me, King of Kings, 
Under thy own almighty Wings. 
Forgive me, Lon p, for thy dear Son, 
The III that I this Day have done; 
That with the World, myſelf, and Thee, 
I, ere I ſleep, at Peace may be. 


Teach me to hve, that I may dread , 
The Grave as little as my Bed; 
To die, that this vile Body may 

Riſe glorious at the awful Day. 


O may my Soul on Thee repoſe, 
And ſweeteſt Sleep mine Eyelids cloſe ; 
Sleep that may me more vig'rous make 
To ſerve my Gop when. I awake, 
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Let no ill Dreams diſturb my Reſt, 

No Pow'rs of Darkneſs me moleſt; 

Or, if at Night I ſleepleſs lie, 

My Soul with heav'nly Thoughts ſupply. 


H Y M N CCXVI. 
7 own Sleep! of Senſe me to deprive ; 
I am but Half my Time alive: 
Thy faithful Lovers, Lox, are griev'd, 
To (a lo long of Thee bereav'd. 


But, though Sleep o'er my Frailty reigns, 
Let it not hold me long in Chains ; 

But now and then let looſe my Heart, 
Till it an Hallelujah dart. 


The faſter Sleep the Senſes binds, 
The more unfetter'd are our 8 ; 
O may my Soul from Matter free, 
Thy Lovelineſs unclouded ſee. 


11 
O when ſhall I in endleſs Day 
For ever chace dull Sleep away, 
And Hymns, with the ſupernal Choir, 
Inceſſant ang and never el 


. v M N ccxvII. 


() MAY my Guardiah, while I ſleep, 
Cloſe to my Bed his 19 42 keep; 
His Love angelical inſtil, 

Stop all the Avenues of In. 


May he celeſtial Joy cebearſs. . 

And Thought to Thought with me . ; 
Or in my Stead, all the N ight "A | 

Sing to my God a grateful So 


Praiſe Go D, from whom, Kc. 8 


; 
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_ HYM N / CCXVIIL 
Y Gop, now I from Sleep awake, 

The ſole Poſſeſſion of me take; 
From Midnight Terrors me ſecure, 


And guard my Heart from Thoughts impure. 


Bleſs'd Angels, while we filent lie, 
Your Hallelujahs fing on high; 

' You joyful hymn the Ever-bleſt, 
Before the Throne, and never reſt. 


I with your Choir celeſtial join, 

In off ring up a Hymn divine; 
With you in Heav'n I hope to dwell, 
And bid the Night arid World farewel. 


Lox, in thy Arms I will entruſt 

My Soul, * I ſhake off this Duſt; 
O make me thy peculiar Care; 

Some Manſion Pa my Soul prepare. 


Ready to meet Thee I would ſtand, 
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With my Lamp burning in my Hand; 


And i 


Whene er I hear the Bridegroom's Voice. | 


in full Sight of Heav'n rejoice, 


H.Y M'N CCXIX. 
L L Praiſe to Thee, in Light array'd, 
Who Light thy Dwelling-Place haſt made: 


A boundleſs Ocean of bright Beams 
From thy all-glorious Godhead ſtreams. 


The Sun in its meridian Height, 
Is very Darkneſs in thy Sight : 

My Soul O lighten and in flame 7. 
With Though and Love of thy great Name. 


Bleſt 


Jeſu, Thou, on Heav'n intent, 


Whole Nights haſt in Devotion ſpent; 
But I, frail Creature, ſoon am tir d, 
And all my Zeal is ſoon expir d. 


% 
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My Soul, how can't Thou weary grow 
Of landing Bliſs below, 
| In ſacred Hymns and heav nly Love, 
Which will eternal be above? 


Shine on me, Loxp, new Life impart, ' 
Freſh Ardors kindle in my Heart; 
One Ray of thy all-quick'ning Light 
Diſpel the Sloth and Clouds of Night. 


Lox, left the Tempter me ſurprize, 
W atch over thine own. Sacrifice; 
All looſe, all idle Thoughts caſt out, 


And make my very Dreams devout. 


Praiſe God, from whom all Bleſſings flow, 
Praife Him all Creatures here below ; 
Praiſe Him above, ye heavenly Hoſt, 
Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt. 


LES 
HYMN CCXX, 
Elcome, welcome, bleſſed Servant, 


Meſſenger of 70 efu's Grace! 
O how beautiful the Feet of 


Him that brings good News of Peace. 
All hail Herald, all hail Herald, &c. 
Prieſt of Gop, thy People's Joy. 
Saviour, bleſs his Meſſage to us, 

Give us Hearts to hear the Sound 
Of Redemption, dearly purchas'd 

By thy Death and precious Wounds, 
0 reveal it, O reveal it, &c. 

To our poor and helpleſs Souls. 


Give Reward of Grace and Glory 

To thy faithful Labourer dear, 

Let the Incenſe of our Hearts be 
Offer'd up in Faith and Pray r. 


Xx 
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Bleſs, O bleſs him; bleſs, O bleſs him, &c. 


Now henceforth for evermore. 


HY MN CCXXI. 
AIL, Alpha and Omega, hail, 
Author of all our Faith, 
The Finiſher of all our Hopes 
The Truth, the Life, the Path! 


Hail firſt and laſt, the Morning-Star, 
In whom we hve and move : 

Increaſe our little Spark of Faith, 
And purify our Love. 

Let that Belief which Jeſus taught 
Be treaſur'd in our Breaſt; 


The Evidence of unſeen ]oys, 
The Subſtance of our Reſt. 


O let us go from Strength to Strength, 
From Grace to greater Grace, 


From one Degree of Faith to more, 
Till we behold thy Face. 


H Y M N. CCXXI. 


AIL Thou once deſpiſed 7efus ! 
H Hail Thou Galileon Ng) 
Who didſt ſuffer to releaſe us, 

Who didſt free Salvation bring: 
Hail Thou univerſal Saviour, 
Who haſt borne our Sin and Shame; 
By whoſe Merit we find Favour, 
Life is giv'n through thy Name! 


Paſchal Lamb, by Gop appointed, 
All our Sins were on Thee laid : 

By almighty Love anointed, 

Thou haſt full Atonement made. 
X 2 
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Ev'ry Sin may be forgiv'n, 

Thro' the Virtue of thy Blood : 
Open'd is the Gate of Heav'n, 

Peace is made 'twixt Man and Gop, 


Jeſus hail! enthron'd 1 in Glory, 
There for ever to abide, 

All the heav'nly Hoſts adore Thee, 
Seated at thy Father's Side: 

There for Sinners Thou art pleading, 
Spare them yet another Vear;“ 

Thou for Saints art interceding, 
Till in Glory they appear. | 


Worſhip, Honour, Pow'r, ad Bleſing | 
Chrift is worthy to receive, 

Loudeſt Praiſes, without cealing, 
Meet it is far us to give: 


L 3's 1 
Help, ye bright angelic Spirits, 
Bring your ſweeteſt, nobleſt Lays: 
Help to ſing our Jeſu's Merits, 
Help to chaunt Immanuel's. Praiſe ! 


H.Y M N CCXXIII. 
ESU, thy Blood and Righteouſneſs 
My om are, my glonous Drels, 
Midſt flaming Worlds, i in theſe array 4, 
With Joy ſhall I lift up my Head. 


When from the Duſt of Earth I riſe, 
To claim my Manſon in the Skies; 
Ev'n then ſhall this be all my Plea, 

Jeſus hath liv'd, hath dy'd for me.“ 


Bold ſhall I ſand in that great Day, 
For who ought to my Charge ſhall lay? 
Fully thro' Thee abſolv'd I am, 


From Sin and F ear, from Guilt and Shame. 1 8 
X 3 


bs Lu 3- 
Thus Abraham, the Friend of Goo, 
Thus all the Armies bought with Blood, 
Saviour of Sinners, Thee proclaim, 
Sinners, of whom the Chief I am. 


This ſpotleſs Robe the ſame appears, 
When ruin'd Nature ſinks in Years, 


No Age can change its glorious Hue, 
The Grace of Chriſt is ever new. 


O let the Dead now hear thy Voice, 

Now bid thy baniſh'd ones rejoice ! 

Their Beauty this, their glorious Dreſs, 
Jeſus the Loxp our Righteouſnels ! 


HY MN CCXXIV. 

OW glorious the Lamb, Is ſeen on his Throne! 
| His Labours are o'er, His Conqueſts put on. 
A Kingdom is giv'n Into the Lamb's Hand : 

In Earth and in Heav'n, For ever to ſtand. 


1 | 

Ye Sinners below, Then truſt in the Lon op: 
Look up to his Arm, His Honour his Word! 
Athirſt for his Favour, His Godhead adore; 
Look up to your Saviour, And Joy evermore! 


H Y MN CCXXV. 
H' Extent of Fefu's Love 
What Heart can . 7 
A Breadth whoſe Diſtance none can prove, 
A Length without an End : | 
The firſt-born Seraphs try 
The Myſt ry to explore; 
Yet cannot trace it out; for why? 
The Curſe they never bore. 


The Grace unſearchable, 
Tranſcending human Thought, 


Who, who in Earth or Heav'n can tell, 


Or find the Wonder out ? 
X 4 


COW 7 
All the angelic Choir 
Unite to give Him Praiſe: 
And Saints redeeming Love admire, 
And loud Hoſannas raiſe. 


To Chrift we lift our Voice, 
Who have Redemption found : 
And in his Name alone rejoice, 
Whence all our Joys abound. 
This cures the burden'd Mind, 
This calms the troubled Heart ; 
This manifeſts the Saviour kind, 
And bids our Fears depart. 


H YM N CCXXVI. 
HIS Gop is the Gop we adore, 
Our faithful unchangeable Friend: 
Whoſe Love is as great as his Pow'r, 
And neither knows Meaſure nor End, 


| L OD 1 

'Tis Jeſus, the Firſt, and the Laſt, | 
Whoſe Spirit ſhall guide us ſafe home; $ 146.5 

We'll praiſe Him for all that is paſt, 14 "1 
And truſt Him for all that's to come. 


i -H YM N. CCXXVII. 

O! eviry one that Thirſts draw nigh, "wi 
("Tis Gop invites the fallen Race,) 802" -—- 
Mercy and free Salvation buy, csi 


Buy Wine, and Milk, and Goſpel o. 


Come, to the living Waters, come, Werren nl 
Sinners obey your Maker's call, wet 
Return, ye weary Wand'rers, home 

And find my Grace reach'd out to All. 


See, from the Rock a Fountain riſe ! 
For you in healing Streams it rolls ; 
Money ye need not bring, nor Price, . 


* lab ring burthen d, Sin · ſick Souls b Alas 


ww 
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Nothing ye in Exchange ſhall give; 4 
Leave all you have, and are, behind; 
Frankly the Gift of God receive, 
Pardon and Peace in Fefus find. 


HY M N CCXXVIII. 
ATHER, how wide thy Glory ſhines ! 
How high thy Wonders riſe! _ 
Known through the Earth, by thoufand Signs ; 
By thouſand through the Skies, 


Thofe mighty Orbs proclaim thy Power, 
| Thofe Motions ſpeak thy Skill : 
And on the Wings = ev ry Hour, 

We read thy Patience fi, 


But when we view ys great Deſign, 
To fave rebellious Worms ; 


Where Vengeance and 3 join, 
In their divineſt Forms: 


WI 
Here the whole Deity is known; 
Nor dares a Creature gueſs 
Which of the Glories brighteſt ſhone, 
The Juſtice, or the Grace. © 
Now the full Glories of the Lamb, 
Adorn the heav'nly Plains: 
Bright Seraphs learn Immanuel's Name, 
And try their choiceſt Strains. 
O may I bear ſome humble Part, 
In that immortal Song! _ 
Wonder and Joy ſhall tune my Heart, 
And Love command my Tongue. 


H Y.-M N CCXXIX. _ 
WHAT ſhall I do, my Saviour to praile ; 
So faithful and true, fo plenteous in Grace; 
So ſtrong to deliver, ſo good to redeem, _ 
| The weakeſt Believer that hangs upon Him! 


. g22 4 | 
How happy the Man, whoſe Heart is ſet free; 
The People that can be joyful in Thee! 
Their Joy is to walk in the Light of thy Face 
And ſtill they are talking of efus's Grace. 


Their daily Delight ſhall be in thy Name, 

They ſhall as their Right, thy Righteouſneſs claim, 

Thy Righteouſneſs wearing, and cleans'd by thy Blood, 
Bold ſhall they appear in the Preſence of Gop. 


For Thou art their Boaſt, their Glory and Pow r, 
And I alſo truſt to ſee the glad Hour, 

My Soul's new Creation, a Life from the Dead, 
The Day of Salvation that lifts up my Head. 
Yes, Lox, I thall ſee the Bliſs of thine own, - 
Thy Secret to me ſhall ſoon be made known, 
For, Sorrow and Sadneſs I Joy ſhall receive, 


And ſhare, in the Gladneſs of all that believe, 


E IS I 
HYMN CCXXX. 
OD of my Salvation hear, 
And help me to believe ; ; 
Simply do I now draw near, | 
Thy Bleſſing to receive, 
Full of Guilt alas! I am; 
But to thy Wounds for Refuge flee: 
Friend of Sinners, ſpotleſs Lamb, 
Thy Blood was ſhed for me | 


Nothing have I, Loo, to pay, 
Nor can thy Crate procure ;. 
Empty fend me not away, 
For I, Thou know'ſt, am poor; 
Duſt cl Aſhes 1s my Name, - 
My all is Sin and Miſery ; 
Friend of Sinners, ſpotleſs Lamb! 
Thy Blood was ſhed for me 


| L 324 ] 
Without Money, without Price, 

I come thy Love to buy; 7 
From myſelf I turn my Eyes, 

The chief of Sinners I. | 
Take, O take me as I am, 

And let me loſe myſelf in Thee: 
Friend of Sinners, ſpotleſs Lamb, 
Thy Blood was ſhed for me. 


H Y M N CCXXXI. 
Sun of Righteouſneſs ariſe, _ 
41 With healing in thy Wings! 
1 To my diſeas'd, my fainting Soul, 
Thy Light Salvation brings. 


Theſe Clouds of Pride and Sin diſpel, 
By thine all- piercing Beam: 


Lighten mine Eyes with Faith, my Heart | 
W ith holy Hope inflame, 


„ 
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My Mind, by thy all-quick ning Power, 
From low Deſires ſet free, 
Unite my ſcatter d Thoughts, and fix 
My Love entire on Thee. 


Father thy long loſt Son receive, 
Saviour thy Purchaſe own ; 

Bleſt Comforter, with Peace and Joy 
Thy new made Creature crown. 


HY M N CCXXXII. 
ESUS the all-reſtoring Word, 
Our fallen Spirit's Hope; 
After thy lovely Likeneſs, Loxo, 
O when ſhall we wake up? 


Thou, O our Gov, Thou only art, 
| The Life, the Truth, the Way; 
Quicken our Souls, inſtruct our Hearts, 
Our ſinking Footſteps ſtay, 
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All that Thou doſt on Earth beſtow 
Of Heaven, vouchſafe to give: 
Give us, O Loan, thyſelf to know, 
In Thee to walk and live. 


F ill us with all the Life of Love, 
In myſtic Union join 

Us to thyſelf, and let us prove 
The Fellowſhip divine. 


Open the-Intercourſe between 
Our longing Souls and Thee, 

Never to be broke off again, 
Thro all Eternity. 


Grant this, O Loxy, for Thou haſt died, 


That we might be forgiv n: 
Thou haſt the Righteouſneſs ſupplied, 
By which we merit 1 * 1 
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HY M N CCXXXIII. 
EHOELD, the Loxp our Gop ſhall come, 
( Zeſus the great tremendous King) 
He comes to call his Wanderers home; 
And with Him his Reward will bring : 
His Work before Him perfect 1s, 
His Recompence—eternal Bliſs. 
His Flock He like a Shepherd feeds: 
(The Flock be bought with Blood divine) 
In verdent Fields and dewy Meads, 
Where Rivers, clear as Cryſtal ſhine; 
He feeds them with angelic Food, | 
And fills them with the Life of Gop, 


The tender Lambs who helpleſs are; 
He gathers with his powerful Arm, 
Theſe Objects of his tender Care, 


He ſaves from all invading Harm 


Y. 4 
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His Boſom, their defenſive Tower, 
With all his Love, and all his Pow 'r. 


The great with Young, He gently leads, 
From Strength to Strength, from Grace to Grace, 
And with his Father intercedes, 
That they may always ſee His Face: 
Be happy in his glorious Love! 
And take their Seats with Him above. 


CO TT RON OCOAXATY.- 
LOVE Divine, how {weet Thou art ! 
When ſhall I find my willing Heart 

All taken up by Thee ! 

I thirſt, and faint, and die to prove, 


The Greatneſs of redeeming Love, 
The Love of Chrift to me. 


O that I could for ever fit, 
With Mary at the Maſter's Feet! 
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Be This my happy Choice, 

My only Care, Delight, and Bliſs, 

My Joy, my Heaven on Earth be This, 
To hear the Bridegroom's Voice. 


O that with humbled Peter I 

Could weep, believe, and thrice reply 
My Faithfulneſs to prove, 

Thou knowſt, (for All to Thee is known) 

Thou knowſt, O Loxp, and Thou alone, 
Thou knowſt that Thee I love. x 


O that I could with favour'd John 
Recline my weary Head upon” 
The dear Redeemer's Breaſt ! 
From Care. and Sin, and Sorrow free 
Give me, O Lox, to find in Thee 


My Everlaſting Reſt. 
LY; 
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HY MM N CCXXXV. 
INNERS, obey the Goſpel-Word, 
Haſte to the Supper of our Lox ; 
Be wile to know your glorious Day, 
All Things are ready, come away. 


Ready the Father is to own, 
And kiſs his late returning Son; ; 


Ready the loving Saviour ſtands, 
And ſpreads for you his bleeding H ands. 


Ready the Spirit of his Love, 

Juſt now the ſtony Heart to move; 

T' apply and witneſs with the Blood, 
And waſh and ſeal you Sons of Gop. 
Ready for you the Angels wait, | 

To triumph in your bleſt Eſtate ; 
Tuning their Harps they long to praiſe 
The Wonders of Redeeming Grace. 


L 881 J 
Come then, ye Sinners, to * Loxp; 
To Happineſs i in Chriſt reſtor'd 
His proffer d Benefits embrace, 
The Plenitude of Goſpel- Grace. 


| H Y M N CCXXXVI. 
WAKE, and ſing the Song 
Of Moſes and the Lamb; * 
Wake ev'ry Heart, and ev'ry Tongue, nA 
To praiſe the Saviour's a "yy 
Sing of his dying Love, | 
Sing of his riſing Pow', 


Sing how He 1ntercedes above 
For thoſe whoſe Sins He bore. 


Sing, till we feel our Hearts 
Aſcending with our Tongues : 
Sing, till the Love of Sin departs, 


; A Grace inſpires * Songs. 
| 3 


9955 [ 332 J 
Sing on your heav'nly Way, 
Ye ranſom'd Sinners ſing: 
Sing on, rejoicing ev'ry Day, 
In Chriſt th' eternal King. 
Soon ſhall ye hear Him ſay 
* Ye bleſſed Children, come, 
Soon will He call you hence away, 
To take his Wand'rers home. 
| H YM N CCXXXVII. 

ROM all that dwell below the Skies, 

Let the Creator's Praiſe ariſe ! 
Let the Redeemer's Name be ſung, 

Thro' ev'ry Land, by ev'ry Tongue. 
Eternal are thy Mercies, Lon p. 
Eternal Truths attend thy Word: 

Thy Praiſe ſhall ſound from Shore to Shore, 
Till Suns ſhall riſe and ſet no more. 
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HYMN CcxXXVIII. 


W I TH fiery Serpents greatly pain 4. 8 
When J 2 s mourning Tribes — 


And figh'd to 1 reliey :: 
A Serpent ſtraight the Prophet che 
Of molten Braſs to View dif play a: 
The Patients look d and liv d. 


But Oh! what healing to the Heart, 

Doth Jeſu's greater Croſs impart, 
To thoſe who ſeek a Cure! 

I/rel of old, and we no leſs, _ 

The ſame indulgent Grace confeſs, 


Whilſt Life and Breath endure. 


To Reaſon's View, ſo ſtrange. Effect 
Self- righteous Souls will nal reject, 
And periſh in their Pride ! 


2 007. 

Not fo the Stung with Sin and Law, 

Theſe all their rich Salvation draw, 
From Fefu's bleeding Side! 


May we then view the matchleſs Croſs, 

And other Objects count but Loſs, 
No other Gain explore! 

Here ſtill be fix d our feaſted Eyes, 

Teeming with Tears of glad Surpriſe, 
And thankfully adore.! 


Hail, great Immanuel, balmy Name! 

Thy Praiſe the Ranſom'd will proclaim, 1 
Thee we Phyſician call; 

We own no other Cure but Thine, 

Thou the Deliverer divine, 

Our Health, our Life, our All. 


e 
HYMN CCXXXIX. 
LOW ye the Trumpet, blow 
The gladly ſolemn Sound, 
Let all the Nations know 
To Earths remoteſt Bound, 


The Year of Jubilee is come; 
Return ye ranſom'd Sinners home! 


Extol the Lamb of Gop, 
The all-atoning Lamb! 
Redemption in his Blood, | 
Throughout the World proclaim : . 
The Year of Jubilee is come ; | 
Return ye ranſom'd Sinners home! 


The Goſpel Trumpet hear : 
The News of heavenly Grace, 
Ye happy Souls draw near, 
Behold your Saviour's Face, 


* 
— — — - 


— 


g 
1 
i 
{ 
| 
| 


_— _— 


„ . 


= r 
— E*-"-- 


r 
—— 
* 
— woe 


— 


— 


— — — 


—— — — 


==. - : = = —— 

— «p 
”— = RO. \ * FA « — * 
— a — 


; 1 — — 
— — — oo —Ä— r 
— ir» as. - | _—_— — — —ñ—ÿ—ÿ̊:7̃ 
o ” * — - 
a =. Sb. — a" — „ 


r 8 * — = 
4 — = 
— 7 ö be 


L 386 1 


The Year of Jubilee is come; 


Return to your eternal -Home! 


HYMN CCXL. 


E that in his Courts are found, 
Liſt'ning to the joyful Sound, 

Loſt and helpleſs as ye are, 

Sons of Sorrow, Sin, and Care, 

Glorify the King of Kings, 

Take the Peace the Goſpel brings. 


Turn to Chriſt your longing Eyes, 


View his bloody Sacrifice; 

See in Him your Sins forgiv'n, 
Pardon, Holineſs, and Heav'n : 
Glorify the King of Kings, | 
Take the Peace the Goſpel brings. 


C ar. 1 
O farther go To-night, but ſtay, 


Dear Saviour, till the Break of Day 
Turn in, dear Lok, with me; 


And in the Morning when I wake, 


Me in thine Arms, my Fefus, take, 
And Ill go on with Thee. 


1 WILL lay me down to ſleep, 
And cafely take my Reſt ; 

Me commend A Jeſus Grace, 
And as upon his Breaſt, 

So, if Zeus pleaſe, III ſleep, 
While Troops of Angels are my.Guard ; 

O, my Shepherd! love and keep, 
And be my great Reward ! 


O Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Be Praiſe amidſt the heav 'nly Holt, 
And in the Church below; 
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From whom all Creatures draw their Birth, 
By whom Redemption bleſt the Earth, 


From whom all Comforts flow. 


ATH ER, "RE Mir Holy Ghoſt, 
One Gov. whom we adore ; 
Join we with the heav'nly Hoſt 
Io praiſe Thee evermore; 


Live, by Heav'n and Earth ard, 
Three in One, and One in Three; S 
Holy, Holy, Holy Lox, 
All Glory be to Thee. 


RAISE Gov, from whom all Bleſſings flow, 
Praiſe Him all Creatures here below : ; 
Praiſe Him above, ye heav nly Hoſt, 


Praiſe Father, Son, and I, Ghoſt. 
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That all may ſeek and find 
Ev'ry Good in Fefus join di 

Him let Iſrael ſill adore, | 

Truſt Him, praiſe Him evermore. 


NCE more before we part, 
Weill bleſs the Saviours Name. 
Record his Mercies ev ry Heart; 
Sing, ev'ry Tongue, the ſame, 


Lay up his ſacred Word; 

To feed thereon ; and grow. 
Go on to ſeek to know the LoR D; 
And practiſe what you know. 


IVE to the Father Praiſe, 
Give Glory to the Son, 
And to the Spirit of his Grace 


Be equal Honour mm N 
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O Gop who reigns enthron d on hig _ ay 
To his dear Son, who deign'd to de, | 
Our Guilt and Miſery to remove, * 
To that bleſt Spir't who Life imparts, 
Who rules in all believing Hearts, 
Be endleſs Glory, 1. and Love. 


E. Sos of Men, your Voices raiſe”: 
And ſing th eternal Father's Praife ; 

And glorify the Son; 

Give Glory to the Holy Ghoſt 

And join with all th Angelic Hoſt 

T' adore the Three in One. 


ISMISS us with thy: Bleſſing, Lord, 
Help us to feed upon thy Word; N 
What Thou haſt ſeen amiſs forgive: 


May Chriſt the Truth within us i 


I 


LL Praiſe to Thee in Light array e 219 
Alt Praiſe to Thee, my Gov, this Night 215 
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A. Hymn. 


All ye that paſs by — — — 108 
All Glory be to Gop on high . — 117 
And did! thy Grace, O Jeſus dear 41 
Alas! and di id my 383085 ele — — 135 

\h lovely Appearance of Death — 171 

\wake my Soul and with the Sun — _ — 211 

Al Pratſe to Thee who ſafe haſt kept ——— 213 

Wake, lift up thyſelf my Heart — —— 212 

array'd in mortal Fleſh — — 121 

\ Thouſand Foes prepare to war = — 150 

awake and ſing the Song — — ͤ :“ 236 

God, a Gon, prepare the Way — — 208 
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149 


161 


24 
190 
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B. 


Blood of the ſacrificed Lamb 
Beloved Saviour, Prince of Life 3 
Behold the Lo RD our Gov ſhall come 
Beloved Saviour, faithful Friend 
Bury'd in Shadows of the Night — 
Blow ye the Trumpet, blow- 
Bleſſed be the Gop of Grace 
Bride of the Lamb up to the Skies 8 
Bleſt Spirits above, whoſe Garments appear 
By Sin my Gop and all is loſt 
Brethren let us join to bleſs 


C. 


Captain of thine enliſted Hoſt 
Come, deſcend, O heav'nly Spirit - 
Come, ye Sinners poor and wretched 
Can Bones all dry and ſapleſs live —' 
Companions of thy little Flock | 
Come, my Father's Family 
Come Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove 
Come, Holy Spirit, come 


— 


— 


- 


7 


Hymn. Page. 


1* N D E X 


Come, let us join our chearful Songs 
Come, Thou long expected eus — 
Come, Thou Almighty King 
Come, Thou Fount of ev'ry Bleſſing 
Come Sinners to the Goſpel Feaſt 

Come Thou Spirit of Contrition — 


D. 


.* Lord attend our Pray'r — 
ear Lon p, we crave thy Preſence 
Deareſt Zeſus, come to me 
Dear Jeſus, ſay, what doſt Thou love 
Deſcend from Heav'n, celeſtial Dove 
Dull Sleep ; of Senſe me to deprive 


Ere I ſleep, for ev'ry Favour -— — 
Encourag'd by the Word of Grace 
ExpeRant at Betheſda lie 


— 


— 


3 
Faithful Brideg groom, IP Lamb 


Father, I Sa mine Hands to Thee 
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176 
116 
179 
184 
140 
142 


170 
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252 


160 


257 
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Faith and Repentance may be taught 


r | 1 a N 5 D 1 E. * 
Father, how wide thy Glory ſhines 
From all that dwell below the Skies 
For you, and for me — 


| 


From Heav'n the loud, th' angelic Song began 


wel 


Go forth in Spirit, go — 
Grace how exceeding ſweet to thoſe 
Give me, my Lamb, a ſafe Retreat 
Gov of all Grace and Majeſty een 
Granted is the Saviour's Prayer 
Glory and Honour be to Thee — 
Gloria Patria — — 

Gop of my Salvation hear — 
Glory be to Gop on hig — f 


Happy Church who haſt receiv'd — 
Happy am I when I feel — 
Holy Lamb, and Prince of Peace 
Hath Gop's Almighty Spirit made 
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220 
332 
150 
151 
282 


54 

94 
191 
144 
231 
278 
337 
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AA l Hyan. 
Happy Bride, by Thee belovd bm | | | 


. 
Happy we are, when Guilt is gone , - - 82 
How {weet a Thing it is toſee — — 90 - 12g 
How, my belov'd, . ſhall I expreſs:  ———— 95 130 
How won'drous are the Works of G ũ — 54 64 
Hoſannah to Fefus on hig —— 173 247 
Hark in the Wilderneſs a [rj . —: 202 286 
How ſad our State by Nature is —ʃ. —(— 122 169 
He comes! He comes! the Judge ſevere — 123 174 
Head of the Church triumphant — 127 178 
How ſhall I ſpeak my Saviour's Worth, — 128 180 
How bleſt are they whoſe Feet have found ' ' 151 .- 211 
Hail, Alpha and Omega, hail * — 221 — 312 
Happy the Heart where Graces reign , — 185 266 
Hail Thou once deſpiſed Jeſus ' —— 2229319 
How glorious the Lamb 188 — 224 316 
Ho! every one that thirſts draw nigh — 227 319 
Hearts of Stone, relent, relent— — 143 201 
I grieve, nor can my Grief e'er ceaſe: mn 48+ 216 
Jeſu, Jeſu, King of Saints — — 182 - 261 
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Teſus, the Saviour of Soul — 
eſus, knit all our Hearts to Thee — — 
Jeſus, all Praiſe is due to Thee erer 
Jeſus, my All, to Heav'n is gone 
ſtand before the Lamb — 
Jeſs our High-Prieſt and our Head 


eſus, let me taſte thy Grace — 

thank Thee, high and mighty One 
I'd keep Thee always in my Thoughts 
I know the Weakneſs of my Soul 
* Maſter of the Feaſt — 

s there a Thing that moves and breaks 
Jeſu, thy Blood and Righteouſneſs 

eſus the all- reſtoring Word 

eſus our triumphant Head — 


Merle 


Indulgent Lox, with Eyes of Pity ſee 


W D: BE MX, 

In Thee, O Chrift, is all my Hope Dee 
eſu, Lover of my Soul — — 
ſoin all the glorious Names — — 
Teſus, we claim Thee for our own — 
oin all ye joyful Nations — — 

eſu, each blind and trembling Soul — 
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F 
Lozp make me faithful to my Call 
Long have I view'd, long have I thought 
Lord thine Image thou haſt lent me 
Lord, I my Vows to Thee renew 
Love divine, all Love excelling — 
Lo! He comes with Clouds deſcending 
Laden with Guilt, Sinners, ariſe | 
Let Earth and Heav'n agree 
Loxb, if now Thou paſſeſt by me 
Light of thoſe whoſe dreary Dwellings . 
Loxd if with Thee Part I bear 


eee M. 
My Saviour, Thou didſt ſhed 

My dear Redeemer, dying Lot» 
My bleſſed Saviour, is thy Love 
Morning-Star, I follow Thee 

My Gov, now from Sleep awake 
My Loxy, I'm fill'd with Wonder 
May He, fupreme effential Love 
My wand'ring Feet when Errors ſway 
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My. Soul before Thee proftrate lies —— 
My deareſt Loxp I now fink down | 
Mercy is welcome News indeed — 


N. | 
Nothing in this World I want 
Not all the Blood of Beaſts —_ 
Number'd are all my finful Tears — 
No more with trembling Heart I try 
Now I have found the bleſſed Ground 
Now begin the heavenly Theme 
| | ; | \ ; O. | 
O patient, ſpotleſs Lamb — 
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O Jeſu, Feſu, my good Logd — | : - 
O tor an Heart to praiſe my Goo + 119 - 
O come, Thou wounded Lamb of Gop 120 = 
Oh! Loxo, how faithleſs is my Heart 155 = 
O Loxp, how great's the Favour — i165 - 
O Thou tender loving Jeſus — 174 
O Holy Ghoſt, give me a Part — 196 +« 
O deareſt Loxy, give me a Heart 197 


F 
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| 1 * — ; H In. Pa E. | 
O Jeſu, everlaſting Gov — — — —— be 


| — 129 - 1 
O that my Heart, this very Hour — 45 108 | 
O 7eſu, my Gop — — — 149 208. 
Of Him who did Salvation bring — — 192 - 274 
O what ſhall I do, my Saviour to praiſe — 229 - g21 
O Sun of Righteouſneſs ariſe _ 291 - 324 
O Love Divine, how ſweet Thou art — 234 328 
O give-me, Saviour, give me {till — 8 8 
Oh! my Loxp, I aſk a Favour — _ 22 7-4 MY 
O Love, come, {ſweetly bind me 20 
O Jeſu, our Lord — - — 24 - 
O Jeſis, my Saviour, I fain would embrace 37 
O great Redeemer of Mankind 44 
O ye who Graces Children are — 48 YA 
O Saviour could I always keep  — — 64 - | 
Oh! my dear loving tender Loxd — 68 | 
O my dear Saviour, when thy Cares — - | 
O deareſt Loxp, take Thou my Heart - | 
O tell me no more 4. — 
O dear Redeemer, Who alone — 8 | 
O wicked Heart, thou Enemy — — — 


— 

Praiſe the Lox d, who reigns above — 
* 

— — — 


[N50 EM 


© my e I've often muſed — 


O Jeju, we pray — 


O Father of Heaven, be ever . 
O Thou whoſe Mercy knows no Bound 


O may my Guardian while I ſleep 


75 


"wy a e Sinner, LORD — 
R. 


| Riſe, my- Soul, adore thy Maker 


Rejoice, tlie Loan ig King — — 
Rich Grace, free Grace, moſt ſweetly calls 
Riſe up, my Spouſe, thy Bridegroom waits 


8. 
Sinners * che Goſpel· Word — 
Sweet as the Shepherd's tuneful Reed E 
Strangers and Sojourners belos-ͤñ⸗ ñ 


e. rejoice, ye fallen Race | — 
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Th' Extent of Nſu's Love 


See 7eſus, our Deliv'rer great — — 160 
Sweet the Moments rich in Bleſſing ——— 102 
Shepherds on their Flocks attending — 114 
Source of Light and Pow'r divine — 20g 
Stand faſt in the Goſpel and its Liberty — 19 
Sweet was the Hour I Freedom felt —— 31 
Say, where's thy Hope! thou Sinner, fay — 72 
Salvation! O the joyful Sound! 110 
Sinners with Reverence attend — — 178 
Sinners the pierc'd Redeemer ſee — 18 
T. TN 3 

Thou hidden Love of Gop, whoſe Height 123 
Thou Lamb of God once ſlain 133 
The Saviour's Love, once truly known — 133 
The one Thing needful, that good Part — 169 
The Loxp firſt empties whom He kills — 198 
Tis finiſh'd, the Redeemer ſaid — 157 
Tell us O Women, we would know — 194 
This God is the Gop we adore — 226 
— — 225 
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The Spirits of the Juſt — — — 172 
The Languid ſeek the healing Stream — 205 
Tell me, ye Souls, who now appear — 12 
Thou ſay'ſt, dear Fefus, all thy Saints — 13 
Think now, dear eus, on thy Pain — 14 
This is my Hope, O yeſus, when — 17 
To Thee I wholly give — — — 18 
The Lonxp hath ſworn, and cannot lye — 23 
Thou Friend of Sinners! hear my Cry, — 27 
Thou Saviour my good Shepherd art — 28 
The Souls that would to 7efus preſs — 53 
Tis pure free Grace, to me, my Gop — 29 
The Gop, whoſe Smiles we court — 434 
This was Compaſſion like a Gov  ——— 40 
The bleſſed eſus is my Loxp, my Love — 58 
Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb — 70 
Take my poor Heart juſt as it is 73 
Thou Soul's beſt Friend, Thou tender Heart 83 
That, I am thine, my Loxy and Gop — he 
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The Cop of Salvation, Jehovah by Name 
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The Croſs ! the Croſs! O that's my Gain — 107 - 248 
That doleful Night before his Death — 14g 20g 


U. 
Unfathom'd Wiſdom of our King — 81 105 
We, thy Children claim thy ſpecial Care — 36 42 
When 1 ſurvey the wond'rous Cross — 42 31 
When ſhall I gain my Wedding-Dreſs — 61 75 
What can a Sinner do like me 97 - 132 


Welcome, welcome, blefled Servant 
With fiery Serpents greatly pain'd 


do 
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What Object's this that meets my Eyes — 78 100 
Welcome bleſt Day of ſweet Repole — 159 229 
What Voice is this I hear — — 16 

When I travail in Diſtreſs ' — — 10 10 
When Aaron in the holieft Place — 56 67 

| Y. | 
Ye Servants of Gop — — 152 = 
Ye weary Wanderers draw near — 131 
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ve Fs: in bis Courts are . — — 240 336 
Ye ſimple Men of Heart fincere — — 113 - 1 55 
Ye that oY by behold — — 158 — 222 
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Zion, 8 ariſe, ariſe — — 2 235 
Zion, ariſe, thy Garments ſhake  — — 88 - 120 
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